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Of the works of this author the following criticisms 
have been expressed: — 

The Philadelphia Call: ** His style resembles Shake- 
iSpeares', yet he evidently is no copyist.*' 

The Boston Commonwealth: ** Patterning after the im- 
mortal Bard, Mr. Welcker has produced some exceptionally 
strong works, pure and elevating in tone, and showing the 
highest development of the poetic and dramatic genius." 

Mid' Continent: ** There is great power evinced in these 
dramas. The arrangement of the plots shows constructive 
skill, and the imagination of the author is cultured and poetic. 
The dramas, from a literary standpoint, are superior, and 
we predict a great success for their author." 

Chicago Inter-Ocean: *'The author, while open to the 
charge of being an imitator, nevertheless possesses good 
dramatic talent, and a genius which makes him much more 
than an imitator." 

The Washington Public Opinion: "These dramas re- 
mind us very much of Shakespeare. There is real merit in 
them: so much so that they incline us to believe in the trans- 
migration of souls." 

The Stratford- Upon- Avon Herald, on February 23, 1887, 
said: " This gentleman read his drama, lyouis XVI, in town 
hall, on Saturday evening last. The mayor, (Sir Arthur 
Hodgson, K. C. M. G.,) presided, and among those present 
were Mr. C. B. Flower, by whose munificence the Shake- 
speare memorial was erected, the head master of the Gram) 
mar School, Mrs. L,affan, (Mrs. L<eith Adams, the novelist* 
and other Shakespearian scholars. The drama consists of 
five acts, four of which bear unmistakable evidence of being 
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skillfully constructed, and contain considerable dramatic 
art. Some of the characters are drawn with g-reat power 
and effect, and many of the passages contain very fine 
poetry and genuine feeling. L,ouis XVI is a picturesque 
drama, and Mr. Welcker certainly possesses talent of no 
ordinary kind.** 

The renowned scholar and critic, John Stuart Blackie, 
who presided at the reading given by the author, in Edin- 
burgh, Scotland, wrote: — 

** University Edinburgh, ) 
**March4,[1887] S 

'* I had the pleasure last Wednesday of being present 
at the public reading by Mr. Adair Welcker, of his drama 
Louis XVI. I was vei;;y favorably impressed with the 
great knowledge and skill with which he had brought some 
of the most striking scenes of the French Revolution into 
a form well suited for dramatic representation, and not less 
with the freedom, grace, point, and directness of his Eng- 
lish style. I hope that the time is not far distant when 
compositions of such pregnant historical significance and 
such vivacity and vigor of expression shall become more 
common than they have been latterly in the repertory of 
the English stage. 

**JOHN S. B1.ACKIE.*' 
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/ • PUBLISHER'S JNNOUNCEMnNT. ' 

Copies of this work cannot be obtained in any other 
than manuscript form. During- the existence of the author's 
copyrig-ht in the U. S., and during- the existence of his com- 
mon law rig-hts, printed copies will not be sold; nor will 
they be sold in Great Britain except in the shape of manu- 
script copies, if the common law of that country will pro- 
tect the author. 

^rThe author will make and sell autograph manuscript 
Jifpils for one thousand dollars a copy. People not caring 
to pay that sum can either make manuscript copies them- 
selves, or hire other people to make them, and have their 
copies bound to suit their tastes at any bookbinder's. 

The terms of this announcement apply also to the play 
lyouis XVI, referred to in the press notices before g-iven. 

The author has himself made fifty-four manuscript cop- 
ies of the play Louis XVI. Of these, copies have been pre- 
sented to the institutions named below. As the play Louis 
XVI will not be published in the U. S. during the existence 
of his common law rights and copyrig-ht, except in the 
shape of manuscript copies, and not otherwise abroad, if 
foreig-n laws will protect him, those wishing copies of that 
play will have to make them, or hire others to do it in 
manuscript form, from the copies which the author has made. 
Copies have been presented to: The Century Club, New York 
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Authors* Club, New York; Players' Club, New York; Win- 
ter Memorial, New York; Savage Club, London; Henry Irv- 
ing's private library, London; Lamb's Club, New York; 
Edinburgh University, Scotland; Harvard, Yale, Bowdoin, 
University of North Carolina; New York Worlds Sun, Bos- 
ton Herald, Kate Field's Washington, Chicago News, Phila- 
delphia Ledger, Review of Reviews, London, and London 
Times (for review), Emerson College of Oratory, Boston; 
New York Press Club; Saturday Review, London (for re- 
view); Press Club, Washington; Sorosis, New York; Press 
Club, Chicago; Press Club, Boston; London Athenaium (for 
review); Press Club, Philadelphia; Press Club, St. Paul; 
Press Club, Toledo; Press Club, Brooklyn; Mercantilg 
Club, St. Louis; Press Club, Baltimore; Press Club, Pitts- 
burgh; University of Chicago, Princeton; Press Club, In- 
dianapolis; Elk's Club, St. Louis, Wellesley College, Un- 
versity of Cincinnati, Andover Theological Seminary. 
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FLAVIA. 



ACT I. 

Scene I. — Night in Rome. The time is in the reign of 
the Emperor Nero.. A room, through a window in which 
(ly. F.) the Coliseum is seen, with the moonlight falling up- 
on it. 

F1.AVIA— Basiuus, discovered by the window. 

Flav. How calm and peaceful seems this hour of 
night} 
See how^the moon's soft rays come gently downward, 
As if the watchful angels up in heaven 
Had sent these cooler rays down from the sky 
To rest so softly where the hot sun blazed, 
That then the tumults of the angry day 
Are soothed to silence. The cries of pain are hushed. 
The soldier's tread, the rattling car of war 
Break not the silence of the peaceful night. 
The loud discordant jarrings of the day 
Seem ever present where there is injustice. 
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8 FI^AVIA 

But all the healing elements of the night 
In silence, work unseen. 

Bas, 'Tis but a respite; 
To-morrow surely comes and, like a nightmare, 
Takes on itself the dreary shape and visage 
Of what was yesterday. And so each day 
Has in it pictured forth scenes of oppression; 
The hideous inequality of rights; 
The self-same picture of a tyrant's power; 
The merciless greed peculiar to mankind. 
And I to-morrow am driven to th' arena, 
To fight with beasts, and murder other men. 
I one time thought this world of ours was human; 
But, by the mass of wrong I see around me. 
The cruel cowardice by which the strong o'ercome the 

weak, 
I see that each man has within his nature 
The passions of all beasts upon the earth. 
I've seen the serpent coiled within his eye, 
The fox, the tiger, and the murderous shark: — 
I've seen them all in men. 
Such is humanity, with this exception, — 
There's something seldom used that's Godlike, 
To curb this world within him. 
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FLAVIA 9 

Flav, Oh, once it would have made me weep to hear 
you! 
For then I lived where were the woods and plains, 
And thought that all was kindness in the world. 
For there the passing winds would kiss the flowers; 
And they in turn would load the winds with sweetness. 
The birds with gentle notes would wake the morning, 
And then the winds, that wandered through the trees. 
Would murmur soft applause to their sweet music, 
The while the smiling sun beamed down on all. 
In memory now I see the rugged hut, 
Close by the Danube, where my father dwelt. 
I see my mother, with her soft blue eyes, 
And all the people of that sweet old home 
Seemed gentle, noble as the scenes around them, 
Not harsh like grating Rome. 
'Tis like a vision now half passed away ; 
For one day came the Romans to our land. 
To burn our homes, enslave and murder us. 
They brought my father, mother and myself with them. 
But soon my mother pined away, and died. 
And since that time, a slave and gladiator, 
My father fights with beasts, that gaping crowds 
May laugh to see his danger. 
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lO FLAVIA 

Bas. True, Flavia, true. Justice lives on the Dan- 
ube. 
Wherever men are found in largest numbers, 
Man's greed makes jails and dungeons to be found. 
His fellow-man he locks from light and air, 
And treats him as no dog would treat another; 
Where men in largest numbers come together, 
They join together in vast bands for murder, 
And shed more blood than all the beasts on earth. 
For, where the largest mass of men have joined. 
Reigns most inharmony, — nature is most defaced. 
Here in this Rome 

Murder is cradled. Here luxury and crime 
Ever out-stare the face of destiny. 
Some laugh while others die; and we must die, 
Because this reasoning being murders all justice. 
Cowards in state sit in the Coliseum, 
And that their leaden hours may be spurred onward 
By ghastly scenes, have bold men murdered. 
And watched them die, to start a Roman laugh. 

Flav. When first they brought my father here to 
Rome 
He had a giant's strength. But seeing blood 
Come warm from human flesh, while the eye glazed, 
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KI.AVIA 1 1 

Made him most sick at heart. And often he, 

While telling how a friend fell by his hand, 

Has sighed most piteously to tell me of it. 

And often, — were it not for me, he'd say;— 

He would have dropped his sword and shield, that he 

Might fall in death, and end this barren life. 

Bas. And still through all our years we cling to 
life, 
As if this hell were heaven. Since every day 
Is made of»disappointments, pain, and rebuffs, 
It seems most strange that we should cling to it; — 
In other worlds naught could be found that's wors^. 

Flav. 'Tis said that someone sought the life of 
Nero 
While he went to the baths. 'Twas yesterday; — 
And is it true? 

Bas 'Tis true, and all Rome trembles. 
Fearing the tyrant's wrath, for various' classes 
Have been suspected as the instigators, 
And now the current of his suspicion 
Flows strong towards us, and we are most suspected. 

Flav. The gladiators? 

Bas, The gladiators. 'Tis believed we wait but for 
the day, 



Digitized 



by Google 



12 FLA VIA 

And such a time as does invite, 
To strike for freedom. 

Flav. Why is't this way imagined? 

Bas, I know no reason. 

Flav. Why was it that the one who sought his life 
Was not then taken, in the murderous act ? 

Bas, Because unseen. And th' uncertain arrow 
Came from a roof above. Through all the day 
The Emperor kept his palace. And all day 
His spies have dogged our steps. • 

Flav. Oh, what uncertainty dwells in the air ! 
H6w I have longed that this uncertain life 
Might have an end ! How hopelessly have hoped 
This bloody panorama of each day 
Might sometime cease to pass before my eyes; 
That yet a time might come when with each day 
I would not fear the death of those I loved. 

Bas. That time will come: — 
Aye, Flavia, that time is near at hand. 
For though some cowards still are found among us 
Who, though they risk their lives each day 'gainst 

men or beasts, 
Yet fear the merest whisper of this Nero; 
Still there are those with courage untinged by fear. 
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FLAVIA 13 

And with such men we'll cut our way to freedom. 

Flav, And, then, I know not how it is, I see a 
time, 
Far, far away, and dimly in the future, 
When all men will be free ! For in the past 
I see that this has oft been so before. 
All thoughts, like men, have died and risen again; 
And all the things our eyes can look upon 
Have died but to be born a million times; 
So through the hoary ages of the past 
There such a time I see repeated over 
As oft as there are grains of sand upon 
The edges of the sea. I see that war 
Has often left the earth; pain and disease 
And poverty have often fled from it. 
And so they will when that time comes again. 

Bas. A pretty dream. With such sweet thoughts 
as these 
The brain becomes a heaven above the body 
Where thoughts in starry constellations move. 
And over them the spirit guides their way. 
Leading the brightest upward. 

Flav. Why should it not come? The universe is 
justice. 
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14 FLAVIA 

And, when man learns to read the laws around him, 
Should he not learn to cure his curious madness ? 
When he has learned to read that deeper language 
That has no words: — which gods speak each to each; 
When from the daisies, the lilies of the field, 
He learns to speak a language made of wisdom, 
He'll learn the laws by which men should be governed, 
And from the teachings of the smallest flower 
Learn what injustice all our laws should be. 
Learn that the winds go equally to- all. 
The rain on all falls equally alike. 
The sunlight on them all does fall the same; 
What each takes from the earth, that is its own. 
To take from out the earth its sustenance 
Each has a right. So the air's denizens 
And all the savage beasts. But men are mad 
And have forgotten these sweet rules of justice. 
But when they take their laws from out the earth, 
As they now get their very life from it, 
Then will an age of peace come back to them. 
From pole to pole the earth is but a book 
Whose marvelous tales are written, by the light, 
Upon its thousand pages. Its words are perfumed 
By the rose's breath, 



Digitized 



by Google 



• FLA VI A 15 

Its letters colored by the violet's hue, 

While diamonds cast their light upon its pages. 

The midnight stars have read it in the dark, 

And all the winds of heaven learn there their music, 

And all the beings of the universe 

Read there for truth. But man, being dull of learning, 

Has never read aright; — 

Has got the chords of nature out of tune: 

But when this lyre of heaven plays sweet again 

Mountains will change to air. 

The earth become a vapor, and all things 

Float softly on the music. of God's love 

Back to the realm of justice. 

Bas, Ah, Flavia ! 'twere well to still dream on, 
And with such fancies kill reality. 

Flav, Although my father now lies sick abed 
From his most cruel wounds, and though I have 
Sat by him through the hours of all the day. 
He has not spoke to me of this uprising. 
Nor have I heard from anyone but you 
A whisper of it. 

Bas. The secret is well kept. Though we are 
feared, 
No floating rumor has passed from us 
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1 6 PLAVIA 

To tell how we have joined ourselves with others 
And of our deed. And when our hope is reached, 
O Flavia ! then we begin to live, 
And I again to call myself a man. 

Flav, Oh, happy time ! 

Bas. And yet, for me the sunlight of that time 
Would all be caught in overshadowing clouds, 
And all my thoughts be like the sun's bright rays 
When murdered in that darkness 
If Flavia would not become my bride. 
O Flavia ! again I ask your hand. 
And for that boon for life I am your slave. 

Flav. How many men desirous to be slaves 
Have turned their slavery to tyranny ! 

Bas, I would be tyrant, then, to all my acts. 
Until they lived to serve you. 

Flav, But — 

Bas, Nay, speak not yet, but hear me to the end. 
For though your words to you may be as light 
As the light breath that lifts them, they have power 
To shatter all my life. 

For since the time when first I saw your face 
My thoughts of you have stood out to the front, 
And have since then held sway o'er all my others, 
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FLA VI A 17 

And have built up my fondest hopes in me. 
To crush these hopes were like to blot the stars 
From out the night 
And leave black midnight reigning in my mind. 

Flav. I cannot love you now, for all my love 
Is gone, beyond recall, out to another. 

Bas, Oh, call those words back to the mouth that 
spoke them ! 
For now they seek an entrance to my brain 
To murder all my peace. Hear me, sweet Flavia ! 
How can you be so cold ! Why, all my life 
Stands trembling on the threshold of this hour 
To wait your judgment. 
Ah ! if you were but mine, how I would live, 
My only end to make your hours grow bright! 

Flav. My love is like the past — beyond all power 
to call it back. It pains me much, indeed, 
To speak these words, if they have wounded you. 

Bas, Wounds! The end of this is worse than 
wounds: 
Your words, like funeral flowers, will deck the grave 
Of hopes all dead. My life from this time forth 
Shows but a barren waste: 
A lifeless desert, stretched out to where the sun 
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I 8 FLAVIA 

Sinks into night. O Flavia, how I loved you! 

And then to end in this — in nothing! 

And now those pictures that my fancy wove 

Fade like the leering, mocking shapes of midnight! 

Give me one gentle word! 

Send it as a sweet medicine to soothe 

My tortured mind. Is there no place for hope? 

Flav, What shall I say ? What is there left to say ? 
My only answer can be but what I've made — 
I have no other. 

Bas. Then farewell, Flavia. Now I go forth; 
My years in youth grown old, for all the world 
Bears to these eyes the shriveled look of Winter, 
And all my hopes fall downward to the earth 
Like the white snowflakes of that bitter time. 

\Exit BasiliuSy R. I. E.^ 

Flav, Oh, what a world is this! — most tyrannous. 
A world that makes us cruel when we would be kind. 
Without a wish or any favoring desire. 
But 'gainst my wish, and quite against my will, 
I have been forced 

To speak those words which build up disappointment 
Most bitter. Yet the while is in my bosom 
Pity as deep. What is it I have done? — 
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\Re-enter Basilius^ 
Bas. I'll speak no more; the bitterness is past. 
I have been most unmanly in complaining. 
'Twas but a moment, again I am a man; 
And as a man, from that point am your friend. 
And that great honor you've conferred on him, 
That you make master to control your love 
Binds him to me in closest bonds of friendship; — 
One look, sweet Flavia, and I am gone. {Exit^ 

Flav, Oh, but this sight to me is piteous! 
To see him, with all his mighty strength, 
Bowed down with grief And yet indeed 'twas sweet 
To hear such words of love. But then such love 
Makes pity more. 'Tis true his love was true; 
But when he spoke of friendship— his love being hope- 
less — 
I saw that in his eye which makes me fear. 
Something that spoke of future enmity; — 
And yet 'twas pitiful; most pitiable! 
How sad the orbs of heaven seem to mine eyes! 
Methinks they look most sadly on the world, 
Noting how all things end in sorrow here. 
Why, 'tis enough to make the heavens look sad, 
And all the twinkhng wanderers of the night 
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20 FIvAVIA 

Keep on their way in silence. 

And yet he bore himself most like a man, 

Uttered most noble sentiments of this, 

Our state. Talked of our present servitude, 

And with a soldier's tongue did talk of freedom;— 

Yet still I fear him. 

\Enter Gotharva, L. I. E^ 
Goth. Flavia! 
She hears me not. Her mind is dwelling on 
Some gentle deed, some kindly charity; 
Some act which will accord 
With the kind look that dwells upon her face. 
Flavia ! 

Flav. O Gotharva! 

Goth. Sighing, loved one? 'Tis not your wont to 
sigh. 
That gloomy brow looks not like Flavia. 
But often have I seen a sparkling laughter 
Dance in those eyes, like sunbeams in a stream; 
While peals of merriment, a most sweet music, 
Sprang from your lips. What, tears? 

Flav. No woman ever yet heard that I've heard, 
Saw that which I have seen, and did not weep. 
Goth. Has someone dared — 
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Flav. Because the fault was mine, therefore I wept — 
Ask me no further. 

Goth. If it wpuld give you pain I'd ask for nothing, 
Were't even my life. 

Fiav. O kind Gotharva! 'Tis thus you ever speak. 

Goth. Because I have no power to speak but in that 
way, 
When I speak of you. 

Flav. O svveet, sweet words! 
To hear them makes me dread the coming future 
Lest they should change. 

Goth. Flavia, they could not change; 
For in those eyes a more than magic spell 
Holds me against all change. 

Flav. But still I fear; let me not think of it; 
For when that time has come, then I would die. 
There is within me now a dread of such a time. 
This cruel fear came to me first to-night; 
For as I gazed upon the vault of heaven, 
The stars seemed trembling; and vague images 
Of hideous shapes, gazed at me from the dark; 
Hush! Who was' t that spoke? 

Goth. Sweet one, fear not; 'twas nothing! 
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22 FLA VI A 

Flav, {Looking towards R. I. E.^ See there! A 
face! 
[Gotharva goes out, R. I. E., and returns.^ 

Goth. 'Twas but a picture painted on the air, 
Drav\n by your fears. 

Flav, My mind is filled with a most cruel dread,- - 
Should we be parted, think you, when we are dead, 
There is a world where we will meet again ? 

Goth. I one time thought that all would end with 
death, 
For then I'd read but man's imperfect natur . 
But when I saw in you how God made woman, 
I knew there was a world beyond the stars; 
That all this gentleness, all this perfection, 
Was never doomed to die. 

Flav. It seems but just 
That when this weary life of hopes unanswered, 
This great delusive dream of passing shadows. 
This weary and tumultuous life were ended, 
A world of peace would come 
Where all the jarring acts and sounds of life 
Would never enter. 

Twere most unjust that we should turn to dust 
Like the inanimate rock, that never knew a sorrow. 
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FI.AVIA 23 

Goth. 'Tis sweetly reasoned. 

Flav, And there will be no change; then you will 
love me 
Through all the time to come. 

Goth. As I do now; — then we will still love on 
Until the myriad years have flooded the future, 
Till yonder glittering lamps that light the heavens 
Burn dim; and all the hoary-headed years 
Pass halting by. 

Flav. And now good night. While such thoughts 
dwell within me 
Leave me to seek for sleep, that that sweet angel 
May whisper in my dreams again, 
And yet again, those words that I have heard. 

Goth. Good night, my love; good night. 

\Exeunt. Then re-enter Bast ius^ R, I. E.'\ 

Bas, O Fate! thou'rt cruel to some; — but most to 
them 
In holding me to listen to their words; 
Since every word they spoke but added to 
The deep revenge I'll take. What man is injured ? 
The mightiest wrong a woman does a man 
Is when she loves another. So shall my vengeance 
Be mightiest in my power! 
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It is a rule of time that I have seen, 

That all things we desire will come to us, 

If we are most intent to have them and will wait 

Why I will wait and then will wait, 

And still will wait, until I've murdered all 

The happiest hopes they have, and thinking me 

The dearest friend of all they have on earth, 

Their every act shall lead them on to ruin. 

Sweet Flavia! Most gentle, gentle, gentle, Flavia, 

How easy 'twas to spurn my worthless love! 

I, that was made to head all other men, 

You rate so slow. But Flavia you shall bleed! 

ACT II. 

Scene I. — Gladiator's sword, shields and armor, hang 
ing on walls in back; stuffed animals about the room_ 
in lyAARCHUS' house. I^aarchus and other gladiators dis- 
covered. The doors and windows, in the back, and at the 
different entrances, which are heavy, are barred. L^aar- 
CHUS, who is sick, is resting on a lounge. Fi^avia, daughter 
of lyAARCHUS, stands by his couch. 

Laar. I feel, and know, that ere the hours are late 
I'll reach that milepost on the path of time 
Where Death, with visage grim, awaits my coming; 
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And that the world, with all its many scenes, 

Its jealousies, its petty strifes and hatred. 

Will, like a passing scene, fade from my eyes. 

Hence, have I called you here 

That we may take this remnant of my life 

To study out the road that leads to freedom. 

Would that these walls, this place. 

Were safer than it is. For as I've learned 

The keen eyes of our foes, like stars of fate, 

With evil portents shine upon our acts. 

But. as it is, my wounds have held me fast; 

Therefore those words that I have harvested, 

If they be said at all, must be said now. 

But first of all let me unload myself 

Of that which in my heart of all stands foremost — 

Of Flavia. 

[Flavia sobs J] 
My child, weep not. There is no cause for this. 
Have I not told you 

Death's but the evening hour of rest, when all the stars 
And all the glories of an unseen world 
Come out to greet th' enraptured wanderer? 
When I was but a child, that like a child 
I feared the foolish dark; then as youth 
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Tumultuous fear gave place to lesser storms; 
That in the calmer, bolder hours of manhood 
I scorned such childish fear. For at that time 
I saw naught in this dark to make me fear. 
That in full blooded youth my careless eyes 
Saw in this gilded, tinsel show of life 
What made me love to live, — and loving life 
Is all that makes this childish fear of death. 
But now I'm old, I've learned that in this death 
Is but one of full many longer sleeps. 
With dreams that p^ss beyond these earthly limits. 
And those who've learned t' interpet that sweet lan- 
guage 
Wrote in the flower that opens to the sun. 
Scrawled by the wintry blast on mountain tops, 
Or bellowed by the loud resounding thunder, 
Will learn to laugh because they have feared death 
As children fear the dark. 
For you, dear Flavia, I leave you what is more 
Than wealth or jewels, these, my oft- proved friends; 
And when I ask them — as my last request — 
To stand your friends, they'll turn to warriors 
In your behalf. 

Gladiators. Ay that we will. 
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Goth. Let never a fear for her disturb your 
thoughts. 
While in this arm is strength and life to move it, 
Myself and all my life lives in the thought 
To be of service to her. 

Bas. In that quick speech you first have seized the 
words 
I'd use to tell how by your side I'll stand 
Through all my life, still her protector. 

Goth. 'Tis spoken, as I know you, and as my friend. 
Laar. O gentlemen! these words come to my 
heart. 
They overcome all else, and crowd away 
The words I'd use to thank you. Hear them, my 

daughter, 
And let the pride to know you have such friends 
Assuage all grief. Here, in this box, my child, 
You'll find some things that were your mother's once; 
And when I'm gone, take them and make them yours. 
Besides, you'll find in this some words of counsel. 
The fruit grown from a life of many years. 
Study them, Flavia, as I have done, 
In getting them for you. 

Flav. O my dear father! I shall study them, 
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Not once, but yet a thousand times again, 
Till each particular word charms back to life 
Some memory of yourself. 

Laar. And then, my child, 
(While I wish not to chain you to that course,) 
In some small points you'll find wrote there my wishes 
How you should act. 

Flav. 'Twill be my dearest purpose 
To make those words the fate that leads my life. 

Laar. Go now, my child, and leave us to this mat- 
ter 
That's yet before us. \Exit Flavia.'] 

I have heard late rumors 

That Nero, his mind filled by his fear with madness. 
Has the thought fixed most certain in his mind 
That he who sought his life was one of us. 

Byrsa. Such is report; and fixing fast this rumor 
Comes now the order of the Emperor 
That either he who sought to take his life 
Or else some other of our company 
Be given up to die for this offense. 

Laar. The reason given for this unjust suspicion? 

Byrsa. None. 
Laar. Aye ! so; 'twas ever 5o. For have we yet 
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Seen reason given, or justice done by him? 

Oh, if the.evil deeds of all that do them 

Must still be seen by them, when they are gone. 

Wandering and circling through this world of ours 

By most fixed laws, creating inharmony, 

And they must hear it throughout all time to come, 

Listening from out a world of harmony, 

How will he suffer ! 

But in this lack of reason on his part 

Stands now the stronger reason for your action. 

I long have cherished one thought, over sweet, 

To be your leader in this crowning act; 

For still is in these veins a soldier's blood; 

And still my thoughts, that never a tyrant touched, 

Did urge me to that end. But 'tis too late. 

For in an hour or two, or ere the night, 

I'll pass beyond this realm where slaves are made: — 

Freed from the slavery of the poor to rich. 

Of weaker to the strong, of dust to dust. 

Yet though I am not here, still there are others; 

In them that blood, tinged but byninchecked nature, 

Which in their cheeks had wrote eternal shame 

If they'd become less free than heaven's winds. 

Has any action 
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Among you yet been taken to choose a leader ? 

Byrsa. We had a meeting in the Catacombs, 
And by the vote we took we chose Golharva. 

Laar. That was well done; you could have made 
no better. 
Come close to me; my eyes are growing dim. 
My time draws close at hand; yet one word more — 
When th' all important moment comes, let courage 
Fill every heart. Beware a moment's fear; 
For fear so often takes the look of guilt, 
The foe will feel that right must be with them, 
And come against you with redoubled fury. 
Fear's at the bottom of all earthly woe 
And does invite all those who would oppress; — 
Gives a temptation to a thousand wrongs, 
While dauntless courage bears a charmed life 
Against all dangers. My eyes are growing dark. 
Courage, my friends ! With other eyes I see 
A grander time that's moving towards the earth. 
Sages will laugh to hear it ! And then fools, 
Using their natural language, will deny; 
But still it comes ! The heavens push it on. 
A million movements of the earth sing of it. 
Far in the future I see the glorious day 
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When peace will reign again upon the earth. 
The colored lights that made our atmospheres 
Have faded one by one. The grander light, 
Which is the sum, and more than that of all; 
Which shows that love and wisdom both are one; — 
The earth is moving onward towards that light 
To glide beneath its flood of soothing rays. 
As beauteous as the snowflakes, even now, 
Its broken rays begin to fall on earth 
In each good deed that's done. 

Byrsa. Dead ! 

Others. Dead ! 

Goth. Our strongest fortress fallen! Here was a 
mind 
That towered above us all. 
The first time ever I saw his face it pleased me. 
Marking what he has been at all times since. 
Why, now he's dead, 

Full many counsels sage that he has uttered— 
Scarce heeded proofs of all his nobleness — 
Come crowding in to tell me what he was! 
And yet I've often marked this thing in him; — 
He seemed unconscious of the truths he spoke. 
But now he's gone! The gates of speech are barred! 
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The doors of hearing closed against the world! 

And even the sun's ray could not pass those eyes 

To look where he is gone. 

Ah! but we all shall come to this at last: — 

Shall here upon this border line grow equal all. 

Infants we come to earth; till middle age 

Bring out the things within us. And then we die 

Till in old age infants become again, 

And pass beyond. But then some nobler minds 

Move upward on the circle ere they die, 

Into that life which most men find hereafter; — 

And he was one. 

Byrsa, Why, now he's gone, 
I see his nature as I never saw it; 
And now recall his many noble counsels. 
I most remember what he said one night. 
While the sun sank in clouds of fire and gold. 
He chid me then for quarreling with my fate; 
Showing that to the wise wisdom is in all things, 
That as each thought touched our remotest parts, 
Changing our bodies, so opinions change; 
That those who suffer most but take swift strides, 
To find a mightier compensation for it; 
For all things in the universe are balanced. 
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That men on earth, 

In those relations which they bear to each, 

Are moved by laws as fixed as those same laws 

Which sway the planets and the stars of night; 

That each man had a power to perform 

Some act no other man on earth could do, 

For each man has his own superior part. 

That all the road to heaven lead there through silence, 

And by as many paths as there are men. 

That as the tides are lifted by the moon, 

So is the tide of life in each raised up 

By a sweet power that rules the acts of men. 

And then he gave a thousand mighty proofs 

That showed to me a life beyond this one. 

Beyond all doubt. 

Goth, It seems as if a well-fixed law of nature 
Hides all the greatness of the noblest minds 
Until they are no more. But then the thoughts passed 

through them 
Must live though spoken not; while petty minds 
Sport in the sunlight of the passing time. 

[Enter Flavia . ] 
She falls on the body of her father and weeps \ scene closes, 

leaving. 
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Scene II. a grove; statues of emperors here and 
there. 

[Enter Basilius, R. I. E,'\ 

Bas, A hypocrite? — yet who could prove it in me ? 
'Twould take a giant to throw me off my guard. 
I've play'd the virtuous man so long a time, 
My inward self should make my outward form. 
A soft and easy-going gentleman 
That moves on tiptoe through this rugged world, 
And by a smile makes other men his friends, 
And so moves on to his end. Ah, it is sweet 
To smile on those we hate — and I have some, 
Because their kindness passed beyond endurance, — 
And by that smile to make them slaves to us. 
Ha! How th* unseen superior powers around us. 
If such their be, must smile to see our acts! 
How they must laugh to see these would-be gods 
Blown up by their conceit; 
Frowning like Jove upon a world of worms! 
Now this Gotharva has a noble bearing; 
His eyes placed on the line that marks perfection, 
The latest round found in the ladder of nature. 
No stormy brow to mark an angry mind. 
Nor nothing likened to a chopping sea, 
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Not the dead level of a barren waste. 

There's nothing oblique and nothing treacherous, 

But all is harmony. 

And therefore Flavia loves him and loves me not. 

Yet over all this greatness will I reach, 

And, smiling to the end, make Flavia mine. 

[^Enter Gotkarva,'] 
Good day, Gotharva; what news ? 
»Tis odd; the moment that you entered, my thoughts 
Were on you. 
I warrant you were thinking evil of me. 

Goth, You ask for news? You ask a heavy load 
From off my shoulders. 

Bas. How so ? 

Goik. Why, in this; that my best friend, as I 
thought. 
Has proved to be my bitterest enemy. 
It seems most bitter that these many years 
My warmest love has been all cast away 
Upon a barren soil. 

Bas, *Tis truly so. And I have known such times, 
When learning those I'd ever called my friends. 
Had trampled on the love which I had given. 
It shook my faith in man, 
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And all the world seemed jarred and out of tune. 
And then being thus disturbed, a bitterness 
Would work an entrance like a deadly vapor 
Murdering my peace. 

Goth. And that which made this sudden coming 
knowledge 
Seem harsher still was in the news it brought. 
This long-loved friend seems not my foe alone, 
But proves a foe 

To all my plans, to my most cherished wishes. 
And worse; for he that I had thought 
Possessed all the highest attributes 
Proves even a coward, working in the dark. 
To gain his murderous ends, lies through his smiles; 
Speaks sweetly to us, with murder underneath; — 
Most bitter news; for, mark me closely, 
A traitor is amongst us! 

Bas. I had so feared. 

Goth. And mark this, too; ev*n if he was my 
brother, 
Aye, did my mother's blood course through his veins, 
I'd be the first to run a dagger through him. 
'Tis one thing 
To act the open foe, and in that case 
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The rules of war would lead a soldier's mind 
To give the very brutes their benefit. 
But to the secret method of the serpent 
There is no rule but death. Mark me again! 
The one who falters when the time has come, 
Or dares to act the traitor, 
Should hope for nothing! 

Bas, All which is true, is excellent, 
And to my mind. But why this tone? These words 
Would seem to bear with them something besides 
That which you speak. 

Goth, Why, this, indeed, is strange; — this innocence 
With which you come upon the meaning of it! 
And yet I thought it was no mighty matter, 
For one so skilled in all the cause of it. 
To see my meaning. 

Bas, Now, as you are my friend, withdraw those 
words— 
But no, I will be gentler in my tone — 
Yet to withdraw them were kindness to yourself. 
For now I see it all; an enemy 
Has whispered in your ear some slanderous tale, 
Growing from out his own malicious nature^^^.^^ ^^^^ 
Or founded else upon unjust reports, /f^^-^/* 
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And then have you, (justly suspicious in our noble 

cause,) 
Grown colder in your friendship; at those foul words 
Forgot that through these many years gone by — 
But no, I will not speak — since you mistrust me 
I have no heart to speak in my defense! 
But yet I'll say you do me wrong in this; 
For if you have forgot your I6ve for me, 
Mine is a stronger stuff, and not that kind 
Which starts with credulous ears at every tale. 
Have you not called me bold full many a time? 
*Tis cowardice that makes us weak in friendship. 
Has not my friendship stood through many a fight — 
As yours did mine — 
Oft in the face of death. 

Offering my life a shield 'twixt you and danger — 
Was it not so? Perhaps this is my fancy; 
For now my mind has grown disturbed indeed. 
Yet once you were my friend; therefore for that 
I^et me forgive this wrong, though from this on 
We grow most bitter in our enmity. 

Goth, This is the truth; that you have many a time 
Endangered ev'n your life to save my own. 

Bas. Now that you say *twas so 
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I see that it was most unkind in me 
In such a way to be a traitor to you; 
Let me forget such baseness. 

Goth. It was the highest act a friend could do. 

Bas. Mention it not; consider these things undone. 
For my part I am willing to forget them, 
Seeing 'twould show my hatred was not honest; 
For in my foe I'd think of naught that's good. 

Goth, (aside) Either I've wronged him, or there's 
in doing right 
Some power and quality that's so divine 
That the mere shadowy semblance of itself, 
Serves ev'n for villains as their mightiest weapon. 

Bas, And if I stood with all my life, most willing 
To offer it a sacrifice for yours, 
What thing is there esteemed of greater value 
Than my own life, to prove me traitor. 
When I have offered that to prove my friendship? 
If there is consequential logic in these acts 
To prove me base, lower than man's degree. 
Why, then I am the man for open war! 
You'll find me then as steady to that purpose 
As I was once in friendship. 

Goth, Were you not seen to enter, late at night, 
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The Emperor's gardens ? 

Bas, I was; and I saw those who watched me. 

Goth, Why did you go ? 

Bas. I rather would be called a traitor still 
Than tell you why. 

Goth, Then I demand it from you. 

Bas, Since you demand, I suppose you must have 
it — 
To place before the Emperor the proof 
That he who sought his life was not yourself. . 
I did not wish to speak of this unkindness, 
But you have forced me. Now, lest again 
My words be doubted, I shall bring the proof, 
And fetch up the witnesses to prove that true 
Which I have spoken. 

Goth, It shall not be, — [Seizes his armJ] 

Oh, how our suspicious lead us to rashness! 
Forgive me; if you can, forgive this rashness. 
To one who proves indeed my truest friend, 
'Tis I who have been false beyond forgiveness. 
The weight of my unkindness hangs upon me 
Heavier than lead. 

Bas. In justice to myself I would bring proofs, 
So you may know that what Tve said is true. 
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Nor doubt me more. For as I was your friend 
I'm willing now to bolster up aiy statements 
With evidence to show I am not false. 

Goth, Oh, speak no more! And let me now atone 
For my injustice, by, from this henceforth, 
Stopping my ears against the slightest breath 
That blows against you. 
Let me add interest now in acting right 
By way of payment for the wrongs I've done. 
Having such proofs before of your great friendship. 
How I believed you false I cannot tell; — 
Unless that doubts admitted to the mind 
Breed by the million; and by their disquiet 
Make us grow mad. 

Bas, But lest your mind should change its present 
state, 
(For men will change their minds, and that most 

queerly,) 
It is but just that I should furnish proof 
That I am honest. 

Goth. It shall not be. Myself I'll not dishonor 
Another time, by making such a contrast 
Between your noble deeds and my own baseness. 
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Bas. [aside] O excellent stubbornness! For without 
this 
I might have fared less well. 
You would have had all my forgiveness, 
In such a cause, if you had still condemned me; 
For in this matter every act of caution 
(Even, if its vigilance must touch our friends) 
Deserves our highest praise; and to condemn it 
Were base in anyone. 

Goth, How nobly spoken! 
And yet this nobleness of yours 
Reproves me more. 

Bas, *Twas not yourself; 
'Twas that unjust suspicion that did speak. 
Wrought by th* insidious whisperings of another. 
The more I've seen the more this truth appears: 
That we should not condemn the acts of others, 
But pity only. Therefore did I pity. 
For 'twas no act of yours, but your misfortune. 
I knew your mind — that justice steered its course. 
Your mind was built upon a nobler plan 
Than to condemn me. No; it was that madness 
That enters us when slander drugs our reason. 
But let these thoughts be buried to rise no more, — 
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What news of Flavia ? 

Goth, Why, she seems better. Though her father's 
death 
Bears hard upon her. 

Bas, But then, the words of counsel he has left her 
Must serve somewhat to comfort her sad hours? 

Goth, She has not seen them yet; fearing to see 
The last of that which was so dear to her. 

Bas, What? There speaks the woman's nature. 
She keeps them, 
I doubt not, ever close beside her? 

Goth. Yes. In the room I've seen her stand for 
hours 
Gazing upon the casket with sad looks. 
And then she'd go and touch it with her hands, 
Thinking, perchance, to raise sometime the lid, 
But then would shake her head, and walk away, 
lyeaving it still unopened. 

Bas, Still womanlike in this. Poor Flavia! 

Goth, Oh, it was pitiful! But now good-bye. 
There is a matter that must call me hence. [£xtt,'\ 

Bas, Unsuspicious, forgiving, daring, generous! 
And for these traits so easy is to lead 
To his own ruin. I have seen rougher work. 
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Now, had he but been skilled in the ways o* the world, 

I had not got so free from his suspicion. 

But now he lies disarmed of all his weapons. 

He's but a plaything, to spurn whene'er I wish. 

Poor fool! This weakness of a generous nature 

Would make him stand my friend against all proof, 

Thinking he wronged me once. 

And then, my Flavia, though you are odd. 

One touch upon the spring of vanity 

Opens your woman's nature. 

And now my quick- laid scheme is ripe for action. 

I'll have that casket; write in that same hand 

Her father used, as his most solemn request 

That Flavia shall unite herself to me; 

And that as his last dying request 

She shall not speak of this to anyone. 

Why, I will make a part ev'n for this dead man. 

And from the tomb his voice shall startle her 

And name her as my bride that is to be. 

ACT III. 
Scene I. — In front of the Capitol. In second grove. 

Basiwus— Demetrias, discovered. 
Bas. Demetrias, what is't you wish? 
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Dem, It may seem odd — but nothing. 
I've come to bring you news. 

Bas. 'Tis nothing new. Of that commodity 
There's but an ounce in twenty centuries; 
And our wiseacres but repeat to us 
The stale remarks of dead men. 

Dem, 'Tis nothing new, and yet 'tis something old 
Which you know not. 

Bas. It stirs the bile that's in me 
To hear men talk of genius — their inspiration! 
They're but compilers; thieves from old books; 
Acting upon the principle that to all men, 
But those who're in the secret, things are most strange, 
They rob us of the offspring of our minds. 
Eternal repetition's nature's law, 
Yet slowly reaching upward, adding to it. 
'Tis an odd world of contradictions, this, 
Demetrias. Why, I have often laughed to see 
Scoundrels call others scoundrels for those acts 
They itched to do themselves; 
And our receptive opposites condemning others 
While deeply envying their cruel misfortune. 
The folly of mankind oft sickens me: 
The lies of history that call those great 
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Who* re pigmies atop the roaring waves of nature; 

Riding in terror till there's calm again, 

Then boasting her deeds their own! 

Then for the mightest men the world has known 

The laws of nature governing the time 

Use them as dusty pipes through which to speak. 

Dem. The slime of ocean, from which we first 
emerged, 
Still clings to us; and like the growths of ocean 
We're most unstable in our movements. 
The creatures of a million accidents; 
Against our wills moved by a million laws; 
Coming, we know not whence, without our wills. 
And whirled against our wills we know not whither. 
And we are to ourselves 
The greatest puzzles of this odd creation. 
The penalty of solving it being death, 
We spend our lives seeking its solution. 

Bas, Yet man is vain ! 
And in his vanity lie calls the wisdom 
Found in the lower orders of creation — 
Because, the bee in architecture, outstrips him. 
The bird in music; because 
The smallest insect here is more courageous — 
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*Tis instinct! Instinct! It is my belief 

That there are grains, invisible, in rocks of granite, 

Moving and circling as the bodies of heaven, 

That there are nations of beings upon each one 

Governed by laws as perfect as are man*s. 

Man is the rust through which this world of ours 

Is wearing away; his spirit a careless word 

Spoken by this world to some world beyond; — 

But fodder in the monstrous jaws of death 

To be digested to some other state. 

Dem, I see philosophy has got her hold upon you; 

'Twere best to leave her. 

Bas, When the sun stops then will we cease to 
think. 
What is it you would tell me? 

Dem. That yesterday — 

Bas. No yesterday. For me, that day is dead. 
Tell me the future — that cornucopia 
Filled with the solid prizes yet to grow 
Upon our oddest fancies of to-day. 

Dent, I saw lyUcillus; told him our plans were laid 
To take the traitors, and he left me then 
To see the Emperor and tell him of it. 

Bas. Demetrias. 
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Dem, Well? 

Bas. You'll find that Flavia has a certain casket, 
In which are kept concealed some writings, 
Wrote by her father in his latest hours. 

Dem, I have seen it, and know the casket. 

Bas, She keeps it in her room. 
Here is a writing. If you could place this in it 
Without her knowledge, unseen by anyone, 
And keep this secret covered by the dark 
-•Jl^at hides the inmost recess of your heart, 
Why, that same act would bind me to your service 
For all my life to come. I would myself attend this, 
But that the strongest reasons urge me 'gainst it. 

Dem, Flavia goes to-day 
(Following her usual custom) to weep again 
Over the grave wherein her father lies. 
While she is gone I'll do it. 

\Exit L, I E. As he goes out Claudius enters, passing 
him with a nod of recognition, "^ 

Bas, Claudius, it comes to this that I am dependent 
upon you in this matter. You must see the Emperor. 
Being so near to him, and trusted by him in so many 
points, you should be able to induce him to grant more 
time in which to perfect my plans. 
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Claud, I have spoken to him, but it is dangerous 
to repeat the matter; for he is subject to sudden and 
violent anger, which takes all reason from him. But 
for the friendship I bear you, which led me still to urge 
delay upon him, the ringleaders would have been con- 
verted into peaceful corpses long ere this. But I prom- 
ised that you would furnish proof against all who had 
been engaged in the conspiracy, and urged that in 
the present state of Rome it were best not to act with- 
out some show of proof with which to deceive the 
people. To this he assented; and said that he had no- 
ticed that strong governments were maintained 
chiefly through the practice of deceiving the governed; 
and then he said that he would wait until they could 
be deceived on this point. He says that he mistrusts 
you much, for he has a strong antipathy to men who 
are red-headed. There must, therefore, be no more 
delay, for he changes his determination with every 
new passion that springs to his mind. 

You have told me that they meet again to-night. 
They must be taken at that time. 

Bas. Since it must be so, why, so it must. You 
know where the body of our old friend Scylla lies 
buried in the Catacombs? I doubt not that when 
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a boy you have often played hide-and-seek in the 
neighboring tombs. 

Claud, I have. And the hair of my youthful head 
has often sprung up in alarm when some companion 
came creeping through the dark passage ways behind 
me. 

Bas, Turning to the right when you have passed 
his grave, you will find, if you have a light with you, 
a heavy slab leaning against the wall, which looks as 
if it had not been moved for ages. Upon removing it 
you will find what resembles a miniature Christian tem- 
ple; and there our friends meet to-night. Let your men 
be there at midnight, for by that hour they all will tave 
gathered there; but do not have them there before that 
time, for my friends will come to the place one by one 
according to previous agreement. 

Claud, And, now, for these serv'ices so valuable to 
the Emperor, you must name your reward. 

Bas, Oh, that I were a citizen of Rome, that I 
might make a fitting reply! I would then use my hol- 
iday words to say that I scorned a reward for patriotic 
services; and for these noble sentiments I would reap 
the applause of my countrymen, and they would elect 
me to some public oflSce which had annexed to it the 
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power to tax them, blood-suck them and sell my honor 
high! Alas! that I, being born equal with other men, 
and coming here* a pauper like the rest, should have 
become entangled so soon in the customs made by 
those who went before me, while others are permitted 
to travel the smooth highway of life! No, in the 
plain language of Rome, I will take no reward. 

Claud. Fear not to make the sum too large, for the 
Emperor values your services most highly. 

Bas. I fear his gold might soil my spotless hands: 
Wealth makes us cowards. For, loving it, 
It grows next to our life a part of us; 
And being a part of us, the fear to lose it 
Does make us timid in each thing we do; 
And makes us fear both friends and foes alike. 
No; I would still be poor and charitable, 
And, having naught to lose, outface the devil, 
lyike all truly good men, I would find my reward in 
my own just acts; for through all ages, — history tells 
us, — the noblest patriots have ever expressed a pro- 
found disgust when gold was offered for their services. 
But, like a drunken man, I am speaking of trifles as 
matters of importance. Good acts come from the in- 
ward unseen ray launched by angels through the sun- 
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beam, whose light alone can reach the soul within us. 

Claud, You're proved a man of honor by your 
words. 

Bas, And yet words should not be trusted. I thank 
you, though, Claudius, for this very dear flattery, 
which seems almost as dear to me as it proves to be, in 
the end, to most men. 

Claud, And yet before in all this life of mine I 
never knew a noble act but came from base desires, if 
we would but be honest with ourselves, and dare to ac- 
knowledge it. 

Bas, Claudius, we're lice upon the back of earth! 
A most disreputable set indeed; 
Therefore we should be sanctimonious. 
The hog has reached a high development in us. 
The vulture and the cormorant nest in us. 
By our fierce greed we 'mpoverish those who' re weak; 
Tramp down the sick, the halt and blind; 
And when our pufied up skins are filled with blood 
Death pricks us. 

Claud, Then why not receive a reward for your 
services? If 'tis revenge you seek, the receipt besides 
of gold will never mar your purpose. And if love 
prompts you, if you were as hideous as the Gorgon, 
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you could buy it where you would; and as women are 
surely at the bottom of all our earthly acts, you had 
better get it. If you seek fame, it is sold in all quan- 
tities in the market to the exclusive few who have the 
money to purchase it, and it is better to buy it than to 
wait till after you are dead to enjoy it. 

Bas, I were a child if I did not see the profundity 
of your thought; and yet, O Claudius! it were best to 
avoid wisdom, as a friend of mine was kind enough to 
inform me; for the more we get of it the more melan- 
choly we grow, and our friends who are not aflfected by 
the disease might take us for lunatics, which would be 
a pity. I would rather be a lively ass than to make 
the profound discovery that all is vanity, and be a wise 
man. 

Claud, You will be at the place of meeting? 

Bas. Is my presence so essential that it cannot be 
done without it? 

Claud, It might be done, but there is no cause for 
fear. 

Ba^, There are times for each thing; and many 
times 
When nature's laws, seizing those things we do. 
Will hurl them to success against all odds. 
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As this is of them, there's no need for me. 
Besides it is unpleasant to kill one's friends, — 
Do not attribute this in me to fear. 
I learned this long ago: — 
When danger is opposed, its hideous form 
Shrinks from our view and fades away to nothing. 
But there are matters of sentiment in this 
Which hold me back. 

Claud, So be it then. We'll find them 
By your directions. There goes villainy! 

{Exit Basilius.'] 
But they who dealin wrong 
Ever make this mistake: to underrate 
Those they would play upon. In their schemes 
There's still some trifling matter left unnoted 
Even by the shrewdest, which, siding with justice. 
Will yet defeat their ends. And in this case 
He sees in me the servant of the Emperor 
Most trusted by him. Yet, if I'm not wrong, 
I see the signs of Nero's overthrow. 
The soldiers of the legion in the North 
Are in that wavering state when feathers change them. 
The outlook is rebellion. In the East 
I mark the self-same sign. Th' oppressed of Rome 
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The slaves and gladiators, if they rise, 

Will find success and victory for their efforts: 

Why, then, like other men 1*11 imitate 

To find the safest road. 

And in this world of traitors I'll be one. 

But first I'll learn the secrets of Basilius, 

Of which I have a glimmering, and I'll use them 

To my best ends. 

[^A band of Roman soldiers crosses the stage ^ headed 
by a band playing on Roman Instruments, Claudius 
joins and goes out with them,'] 

ACT III. 

Scene IL— Same as scene 1, Act 2. There is a curi- 
ously-carved casket on table C. 

Fi^AviA — Diana, discovered. 
Diana, And still I hear your sorrows make wintry 
weather; 
That with each day you still weep o'er your loss. 
There is a proper time for every grief. 
But when it is prolonged, it grows a judgment 
Which doth condemn the act and will of heaven. 

Flav, 'Tis not in me to raise my feeble thought 
Against the high and mighty will of God, 
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Since I am but a dot. My time is nothing 
Where worlds have lived and died to mark the mo- 
ments, 
And mighty systems swept the far beyond, 
And lived and died, and died and lived again, 
To mark the seconds in the hours of God. 
*Tis not an impious mind that makes me sad. 
And if it were, the being I humbly dream of 
Is so far up beyond condemning us 
For our poor thoughts there is no measure for it. 
But I being human 

Still think upon my father's words of guidance, 
His gentleness and his unwavering kindness 
And weep that this is ended. 

Diana. But Flavia, you should make this your 
comfort; 
Your father's life was one prepared for death. 
We should not weep when good men die, but rather 
Bid them Godspeed to leave this world of woe. 
We've not yet lived while in this womb of earth. 
But when we are delivered, then we live. 
Then, when the good are born, why should we weep, 
Since they are nobly built for some new world, 
Tq l^am the wonders of it? 
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When loved ones die, we have the reason still 
To grieve a year from now as grieve to-day. 

Flav, *Tis not the fault-ftiU reason. There's some- 
thing else 
That grieves when we have lost the ones we love. 

Diana. But may not those who have departed 
from us 
Grow sad to see our sorrow ? 

Flav, It may be so; 
And I will strive to tear from out my mind 
The bitter, yet sweet, memories of the past — 
But no, I cannot, for it seems each thing 
My sight falls on at once grows eloquent 
Ofall that's lost. 

Diana, Then to the truths of this, fancy adds 
more. 
False in its essence. 

Flav, Who knows 'tis false ? 
I have suspected that imagination, 
Ev'n in its wildest flights, still looks in truth, — 
That in imagination -- 

We see disjointed parts of things to be. /' \ 

The reason why I have not ope'd this casket^ 
Is that these vague imaginings of mine , ' . 
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Have made me dread some fearful secret in it. 
Diana, Presentiments turn true to cowards; 

But courage overcomes them all. 

And for that reason 

The sooner it is opened then the sooner 

Can you prepare your mind to leave this sorrow. 

Besides, sweet Flavia, it seems to me 

That this does argue that you lack respect 

Touching your father's wishes. Why, 

*Tis like a child to be so timid. 

You di:eam too much. Though you believe them, 

Dreams are the sportive children of the dark, 

Grown in the brain when closed up, shrunken, de- 
formed. 

Lacking that sunlight which is the food of thought. 
Flav, Ah! I've known other dreams, and in these 
dreams 

My eyes grew keen. And to my poor five senses 

A thousand new etherial ones were added. 

Which now are being developed in mankind. 

And through a light as white as driven snow, 

I saw the secrets of the world. 

I saw the human race had all moved westward, 
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Crossing the seas, rounding the globe a thousand times 

and more. 
I saw the object of mankind on earth 
Was to discover their next resting place; 
That till they'd found each secret of the earth 
They would not find that higher realm beyond. — 
But love could lead them to it. 
I saw a force that swept and eddied o*er this world of 

ours, 
As the winds move, creating waves of thought. 
I saw my former self seeing a thousand things, 
Yet knowing not; feeling a thousand things 
That swept against me as they eddied onward. 
Yet seeing not. As in the realms of nature. 
So in the undiscovered country of man's thought 
I saw a latent power 

To quell the anger of the lightning's flash. 
To soothe the hurricane; 
I saw men groping in the dark for that 
Which they saw in the light, and yet saw not. 
And in these dreams I've seen that all is life, 
And that this life moves all of nature round us. 
But what I'd known as death was no more death, 
But only one of many a longer sleep 
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To follow after many a day of life, 

Till all the secrets of the earth are learned. 

And death and ignorance at last were left. 

As age would follow age in all the past, 

I saw new rays of light grow to the sun; 

And by the hues within the lights of heaven 

I measured all their ages ; 

I saw things now to us invisible 

Dwelling within a different form of light, 

And saw a form of light by which this earth 

IS made invisible to other senses. 

And then in dreams I've gone from star to star, 

And on I went, treading the paths of space, 

And saw the many worlds where we must dwell 

And must subdue, and by a centripetal force 

Make all their knowledge grow a part of us. 

And then I saw the worlds that were asleep. 

And others waking from their midnight dreams. 

Then everywhere I saw that human love 

Was the same force that dragged the planets onward. 

Diana. Why, what a fancy dwells within your 
mind! 

Flav, All truths are fancies when we hear them 
first— 
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First laughed at, then denied — at last believed. 

Diana, And' will we all then reach this realm of 
fancy ? 

Flav. All in their time; 
For heaven's love forgives and draws us upward. 
The mighty universe is bound in chains, 
And the signs of the times are the strongest signs 
Of the times in the future; 
And angels above us drag us onward still. 
Have you nor seen that thoughts, theories, societies, 
governments; things animate, and called inanimate; 
earths and suns; worlds above and worms beneath us, 
pass through the same paths and stages; are built on 
the same plan and by the same laws; begin and end 
alike? Yet every hour lifts them still upward, the 
tide being on the flood. 

Diana, Why, yes, it seems as though it might be 
so. 

Flav, All thoughts, all acts, all worlds. 
Are on the homeward march; 
Their roads being backward on the beams of light. 
Those rays once so diverged their light was lost 
Dimly begin to shine. 

Diana, Now, Flavia, I must leave you; 
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But Strive to rid yourself of gloominess, 
And to that end go out among your friends; 
Walk often in the sun; 

See things whose shining pictures in the mind 
Will leave no place for gloomy ones to hang. 
And when you can then come and visit me. 

Flav, Farewell, sweet friend. \Exit Diana] 

And is it true ? Has she correctly chidden me in this ? 
Do I, like some, make goblins of every passion ? 
And does my sluggish nature, held back by fear, 
Prove disrespectful to my father's wishes ? 
[She goes to a casket and takts out some trinkets and a 
writing, (Reads) ''My Dearest Child^While you 
read these words the hand that wrote them is mouldering in 
dusty and yet ^ even when I am gone, it is my wish that 
these words which I have left behind me shall be for your 
good, I have studied the thoughts and acts of those who 
were our friends with most exact care; and knowing that 
in the stormy days to come someone should be your close 
protector I have selected as most worthy of your choice one 
against whom no slur can be cast, no slander spoken. Hav- 
ing justice and honesty in him, he is without fear, I have 
seen him, proved noble in his attributes a thousand times. 
Knowing that it would be to your own great good if you 
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were to marry him^ if he should ask your hand, my dying 

wish is that you will not refuse this request from Basilius. 

Speak not of this to anyone. Your Loving Father y^ 

What! My father! are these his words to me ? 

Oh, that these words had power to end my life! 

And yet it seems not like him. 

Yet here's his words. I'll show it to Gotharva — 

No; that, too, is forbidden. 

How heavy is my fate! Yet I must bear it 

Nor murmur at my lot. For he was ever 

My only friend — a thousand times my friend; 

And then my father. Oh, but yet 'tis hard! 

But in this wish must be some hidden purpose; 

And knowing him so just, must trust him here. 

But oh, how hard! 'Tis more than I can bear. 

Must I give up the one I love so well, 

When all my woman's nature is founded on love, 

Which is the fountain head of all our deeds, 

And am denied to tell him how I loved? 

If I could die, 'twere not to disobey. 

Would I were dead — at rest within the grave. 

\She sinks upon the couch. Curtain^ 
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ACT IV. 

Scene I.— Same as Scene 1, Act 2. 

Diana— Nurse, discovered. 

Diana. You say that Flavia is still abed, kept there 
by some strange sickness, of whose cause the doctors 
give no account? 

Nurse, In all my days I have never seen its like, 
and it is many the sick bed I have watched since I was 
young; but none like this. Oh, it was pitiful indeed, 
most sad, to see the poor child in such a state of mind. 
For she will not hear you till you speak to her many 
times over again, and then it would make your heart 
ache to hear her. The doctors shake their heads 
gravely when by themselves; call her siclsness by 
strange names, and when with her, feel her pulse often, 
look long in her face, question her, but can do nothing 
to help her. 

Diana, And can do much by such looks to make 
her worse. More than one patient that might have 
lived has been murdered by the long-drawn counte- 
nances about their beds. 

Nurse, And what is worse, 'tis my belief they 
know nothing about her trouble. 
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Diana, Does she sleep well? 

Nurse, No; that's the worst of it, too; and during 
the long nights she lies like a monument of marble, 
with her eyes staring wide, and as rigid as in death; 
and they never move, except at times, when a shudder 
passes over her, and then she looks with staring eyes 
to see I know not what; after which she moans most 
pitiably, but will not speak. Sometimes I ask the 
darling what she sees. She only shakes her head 
from side to side, moves her lips as if she were swallow- 
ing, sighs, and still says nothing. 

Diana, I^t someone go to her who knows how to 
make her laugh; for there's more medicine ii| a laugh 
than in a whole apothecary's shop. How long is't 
now that she has lain abed ? 

Nurse, Why, let me see. It was Tuesday my 
brother came. The day before was Monday; yes Mon- 
day. I came on Saturday, and three days before were 
to be added to that; and this makes nine in all. The 
strange thing is that she told me this morning that she 
would get up to-day, for Gotharva was coming, and she 
must speak to him, as perhaps it would be the last 
time. Laws a-mercy child! says \, you must not. No 
indeedy. It would be the death of you. She looked me 
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straight in the face a moment, and then says she: 
Would it were so, Martha; for she always called me by 
my first name ever since I used to sing her to sleep 
in my afins when she was a child. The young people 
in my day never got into such a way over a little love 
matter. But times have changed, ah! times have 
changed! Then she called me again. What, honey 
lovef said I. When Pm dead, nurse, said she, take 
these trinkets and these locks of hair and these letters, 
says she, and take good care of them, for they were dear 
to me. When she got up she seemed as strong as ever, 
only she was pale. I asked her what she was going to 
do, and she replied, as if she were talking in a dream, 
that she would obey the wishes of her father, even if 
she must die for it. They talk about men being stub- 
born, but women are stubborn, and will have their . 
way. Tut! tut! tut! SdA&l^sweet one, don't take on so; and 
the tears came to my eyes, for I couldn't help it. She 
has dressed herself all in white, and is sitting in her 
room. Ah me! what a mighty tempest a little love 
can stir up! 

Diana. Did Gotharva know of her sickness? 

Nurse, No; for he has been away. 
[Enter Flavia, L- s -^O 
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Flav, I hear his step. He soon will be here now. 

Diana, What, Flavia? Do you not know me? 

Flav, Know you? Could I so soon forget a friend? 
\Enter Gotharva, R. j j&.] 

Goih. Your face is pale; Flavia, you have been sick? 

jFlav. But now seem well. Indeed am almost well. 

Diana, She needs more chiding for her fearful fancy , 
Which seems to be a curse to all her life. 
Than medicine to cure her of her trouble. 

Goth, What seems like fear in her is something 
more. 

Diana, Well, if it is not fear, 'tis melancholy; 
And you should scold her for this gloominess. 
For when not checked, it will take root in us 
And gain a stubborn hold upon our natures. 
Yet sweet and hard to part with. 
Therefore, I'll leave you, knowing that you will chide 

her. 
And cannot bear to hear your cruel words. 

Goth. Would that I had the power, by my chiding. 
To drive away this paleness from her cheek. 
And, then, by gentle words, to woo again 
The bloom back to her face. 

Diana, Try, then, your magic; 



Digitized 



by Google 



68 FLA VIA 

It may be that, unknown to you, you have it. 

Goth, It may be so. She tells me there is magic 
Of such a kind the world dreams not of it; 
Ay, magic that would lift a block of granite, 
Hid in one form of love. That common magic ' 
Dwells in all things of beauty on the earth. 
If we but knew it. 

Diana. Apply this subtle magic, then, to make he^ 
well. 

\Exeunt Diana and Nurse,'] 

Goth. Now, Flavia, what is the cause of this? 

Flav. There is no cause that I can name to you. 

Goth. Has it arisen from any act of mine? 

Flav. No. 

Goth. There is some burden bearing on your mind. 
What is the cause ? 

Flav. Oh, do not ask me! Would I not tell you 
If it was in my power? 

Goth. Why this is strange ! 
And have I grown unworthy your confidence 
In such a matter ? 

Flav. How have I dreaded this in thinking of it ! 
Oh, speak of something else if you still love me! 
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Goth, Love you? I love? Why this is yet more 
strange. 
And can you doubt? You know how much I love! 
Could telling it again add to the strength 
Of all the love I have ? 'Tis of that kind 
That must be dumb, speaking no more with words, 
Which have no strength to name the shadow of it. 

Flav, And as you love me, so has been my love; 
But as you love me, speak no more of it. 
For every time you speak a more than death 
Strikes at my heart. 

Goth. What are these words I hear ? 
This is most odd. Have I, then, heard you truly? 
You, who have sworn to me a hundred times 
That you would love me through all time to come, 
Like a spoilt child, now say you'll hear*t no more. 

Flav, And if you loved me now you would not 
speak. 
For strongest love stands up above distrust, 
So highly honored is the one that's loved. 

Goth, Give me your reasons, though, for this odd 
conduct. 

Flav, I have no power to give you any reason. 
Would I not if I could? 
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Goth. Against me nothing should withhold your 
reasons. 
I have the right above all others on earth 
To have a reason for your actions toward me. 

Flav. I am not well enough to hear you now. 
It may seem that I am unkind in this; 
But there are reasons, all for some good end, 
More bitter far than death, that make me dumb. 
Speak of the meeting that was had last night, — 
Or anything but this. 

Goth, I will obey, and drop this trifling matter. 
There was no meeting; for the Emperor*s soldiers 
Were very skillfully placed there to take us; 
So our good judgment kept us from the place. 

flav. What hope is there, as things look at the pres- 
ent. 
For your success ? 

Goth, Why a cloudy outlook. 
Our strongest allies, taken with sudden fear. 
Have been afflicted by a certain quaking; 
Their muscles grown so woefully relaxed. 
They would prove useless at a hint of danger. 
I look to see their nostrils widened out, 
Their eyes stare wide; 
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And see them shiver as if they had the ague 
When danger comes, indeed. Forgetting now 
They once mistook themselves for men of honor, 
They break their oaths, and slip away from us. 
There's news that's worse, or better far than this: 
The Emperor has settled it to-day 
(Believing still th' attempt to murder him 
Was done by us) that from our band. 
Within two days, one shall be chosen 
To die for this offense, or all be by him 
Considered guilty of it. Therefore, to-night 
We will cast lots to see who is to die. 

Flav. Oh, cruel ! cruel ! And there's no other way? 

Goth, Now one way does suggest itself; that one of 
us shall offer up himself 
The victim for the rest. 

Flav, Is there no way to lift this odium 
Of guilt that rests upon you, by proving it false? 

Goth, The mightiest proof is still no proof to him 
That has his mind fast set the other way. 
His fears usurp his judgment; therefore, no proof 
Could ever reach him. There still is left to us 
The choice to fight for freedom till we're dead. 
Or, having our rights all dead, live on without it. 
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But then against a struggle for our rights 
Stand forth our timid friends; and ev*n Basilius, 
With smooth, persuading words argues against it. 

Flav. Basilius? 

Goth, Basilius. What of Basilius? What of him? 

Flav, Nothing. 

Goth, There's that within your tone speaks more 
than nothing, 
And in your eyes I read unspoken words 
That tell me more. You love him! 

Flav, Gotharva, you shall not speak, you shall 
not speak thus to me. 

Goth, Tell me; you love him! 

Flav, You shall not; you shall not speak — 

Goth, Then do not speak, but listfen to my words: — 
Mine is no common love. 
My life was built to grow with wars around it. 
Though now a slave, I was a soldier once. 
And nothing on earth so strengthens the love of honor 
As life amid tumultuous scenes of war. 
My love is not that kind that women trifle with. 
When I gave you my love, without reserve, 
I gave you all of it; 
And in your hands, that then I deemed most pure, 
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I placed a sacred trust — more than my life. 
And when I told you of it, you took an oath 
Before the face of heaven to hold it sacred. 

Flav. , And is it so ? And must it come to this ? 
O Gotharva, and have you even a dream 
How deep a wound is made by every word ? 
And do you know that words can murder women, 
Where they have loved, as well as points of steel? 
Will you not trust me but a little more ? 
You know my word once given, nothing could break it, 
If I mustjdie a thousand times to keep it. 

Goih, You love me then ? 

Flav^ lyOve you? Love you? No, no; *tis more 
than love! 
'Tis something that would make me still cling to you 
Through ill report, or 'gainst a world in arms. 
And through your own unjust beliefs against me, 
Had they no end, on to the end of time. 
Thus would I love, were there no reason as strong 
To hold me back. 

Goth, Still, then, you will be mine ? 

Flav, It cannot be. 

Goth, Then why is this ? 

Flav, I told you that I*d lost all power to tell you. 
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Goth, There's contradiction 'twixt your words and 
acts, 
And I am but another sacrifice; — 
The fool to woman's insatiate vanity. 
If Basilius should ask you for your hand, 
Your answer would be yes. If not, deny it. 

Flav, Oh, that my heart would break; that I might 
drop; 
That these, my nerves, were dust to feel no pain ! 
As you once loved me, do not ask me that. 
By the sweet hours that we have had together, 
Oh, do not .ask me! 

Goth, I will not ask; for you have answered me. 
Perhaps this sweet delusion, though, has served some 

purpose. 
In that it seemed to gratify your fancy. 
I see though, now, that you mistook my nature. 
You knew not how I loved; for had you known. 
Your pity would have stop'd you long ago. 
And had you known that with the love I gave 
Went all the earnest part of this my nature. 
Went my ambition, all my earthly hope. 
All there was of me — then had you known 
That, this love ended, all the rest would go, 



Digitized 



by Google 



FI.AVIA 75 

And leave me all undone. 

Flav. Am I not human ? 
Cannot these words — I will not ask you this! 
But, from the God in heaven, I ask for death. 
O Father, look upon my heart and see my prayer, 
And knowing alone what's there, grant me relief! 

Goth, O Flavia, how I have loved you! 
Let me look in those eyes — a woman's eyes. 
Did ever man yet read such eyes aright ? 
Gentle as heaven they in their outward view; — 
(Yet it has been my rule throughout my life 
To believe no word that's spoken against a woman, 
Whether 'tis true or false) and yet, and yet! 
The past is dead, and all my mirrored ftiture 
Broke with the mirror that did picture it. 
And so, to save some life still damned with hope, 
I'll give myself up to the Emperor. 

Flav, O God! You will not! 

Goth, And wherefore should I live. 
Since Flavia, while playing with my love, 
Has snap'd the chord that answered to its touch. 
And all my life has lost its former savor. 
And I am left the man I was no more. 

Flav. Since you will have it so, my pray^x*S..for 
death; ,^ ' 7 - ; / 
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I cannot live, since you will trust me not 
And do not pity me. 

Goth, Why, yes, I will. 
I do not think the deed was charged with malice; 
Therefore, I'm sad that you should grieve for it. 

Flay, But say you'll not give up your life ? 

Goth, Why should I live ? You do not need my 
friendship; 
For as Basilius loves you, he's your friend, 
And for those others, who have been my friends, 
I am no more the one to lead them on. 
The soldier's dead within me; and to lead. 
One must have hopes as high as heaven itself; 
Ambition that would mount up to the stars, 
Searching for fame. All that I had has left me. 
Why, I am nothing now! 
But something different from the rest of men, 
Seeming all out of place — 
A shadow only, falling from what I was. 
And all my future now glides into the shade. 

Flav, And must it be ? And is your love like 
smoke. 
To fade away with every wind that blows ? 
Ah, me! How wretched is my woman's fate 
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That clings to this inconstant love of man — 

A love that knows no reason, once 'tis disturbed. 

Will you not trust me but a little more ? 

Goth, What is there left to trust ? Your very- 
words 
Tell me you love another. If you love him, 
You cannot love me. I have served the plaything 
That ferried your thoughts across some tedious hours; 
And is not this enough ? 
I will not tell you that this was unkind, 
For that, at once, would end my long-held dream ; 
And then I am too weary grown of late 
To utter aught that seems reproaches 
'Gainst anything. 

Flav, Then, God help me! 
Why, could I now but speak the words, I would — 

Goth, Speak no excuse; 'twere only heavier still. 
'Twas but a maiden's fancy, thoughtless as air; 
'Tis all forgiven. Farewell, Flavia! \Exit,'\ 

Flav, What fearful sin is this that I have done 
That such a punishment must follow after — 
(To fix this balance in my growing state 
'Till it be ripe to hve?) 
I cannot live with this! 
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ScBNE. 11. — Same as Scene I, Act 3. Aristbus, Cbphias 
and HiPPiAS. Enter R. 1 E. Aristbus, meeting the other 
two who enter I^. 1 E. 

Arts. What, my old friend Cephias ? Hippias, too? 

Htp. Why, as I live, *tis Aristeus. 

Arts, No other. And it is good for sore eyes to 
look upon you both, for it makes real to me the belief 
that I am home again. It pleases me, also, to see in 
your case, Hippias, the signs of coming success in 
life. 

Jlip, How so ? 

Aris, Fatness and a bald head. 

Cep. And when did you arrive ? 

Aris. But an hour ago; and know nothing of what 
has occurred in my absence. Tell me the news. 

I/zp, Why, everything is new; the whole world has 
changed and turned about since you left. Basilius is 
to be married; Laarchus is dead, andGotharva has be- 
come so benevolent that he has presented himself to 
the Emperor in order that that august functionary may 
have the pleasure of hanging him. 

Aris. And so Basilius is to be married? And who 
then is his particular folly? 

Hip, He is to marry Flavia. 
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Arts. Why, I tbought Gotharva stood in the way of 
that! 

Cep. He thought so himself, but having learned his 
mistake, he became a madman, and commenced travers- 
ing the streets with his hair uncombed, smiling to himself 
bitterly, Uke a man with a grievance; repeating snatches 
of odd phrases. Afterwards becoming a philosopher, he 
made himself a burdensome nuisance to all with whom 
he came in contact. 

Arts. Sit down here and tell me all. How is it that 
he has come under the Emperor's displeasure? 

Cep, Why, not long since the Emperor's life was at- 
tempted by some piece of the earth's scum, and the Em- 
peror took the unpleasant notion into his head that the 
piece of scum referred to was one of our Order. He there- 
fore ordered us either to give up this individual or some 
other member of the Order (he did not seem to be par- 
ticular which) to be punished for the offense by death. 
Well,wehelda secret meeting, and looking upon the mat- 
ter as inevitable, were about to cast lots to determine who 
was to play Jonah, when Gotharva stepped forward and 
would hear of nothing but he should be the man. As 
it seemed to be an enjoyable prospect to him, we were 
generous enough to give way. 
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A/zs, But what was the cause of this in Gotharva? 

I/tp. lyOve did the most of it, and then his vanity 
was wounded that we would not be as mad as he, and 
rise up against all odds to strike for freedom. And 
then it seemed as if the thoughts within him were 
shaken up and cast a thousand ways by some great 
grief. 

Cep, What would you think to hear 
That one who was so rough once in his nature 
Had spent an hour talking of charity; 
That he had seen 

A thousand new things of this charity; 
That lack of it but grew from ignorance; 
That mightier wisdom made it mightier still, 
Till charity was God. 

And that if all men on the earth but had it, 
Each had a power to heal another's wounds. 
And others his. 

That if we all and each had charity, 
The laws that swayed and ruled the worlds of stars 
Would rule this baser earth. 
So would we live as brothers, man to man, 
Equal in all things then through charity; 
An equal right to earth; 
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For this is but another form of air; 
An equal right to air; 
For this is but another form of light; 
An equal right to light; 

For all these three are one. And then he said, 
Having within our hearts this charity, 
I^ws would be needless and those governments 
Would cease to be, which, by their harsh divergence. 
Make things unequal. 

Thus having brought peace to the minds of men, 
The body's ills would pass away forever; 
For hatred, envy, anger, evil thoughts. 
Each stamp a host of ills upon the flesh; 
But heaven's light of charity let through 
Will cure us of diseases. 
Aris, These words speak not of him as I have known 
him; 
Yet man is oddly odd, and is each moment 
Changed by each movement in the universe, 
And every sound he hears changes his nature. 
Each year he lives he leaves his former self 
A stranger to himself. 
And is another man each year he lives. 
And he that was a villain yesterday 
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May change to be the noblest of his kind. 
And so, when he has reached the end of life, 
He sees himself a curious race of men, 
Resembling the world around him. 

Hip. And has died many deaths — 
When grown a boy, the infant that once he was. 
That, shedding no tears from out its half-closed eyes. 
Strained its young throat in violent, rapid cries; 
That clenched its little fists, wrinkled its brows; 
That squared its mouth, and uttered its angry cries, 
Is dead to him, as if it ne*er had been. 
When grown a youth, the boy he one time was, 
Whose open look concealed a world of mischief, 
Who now had grown into that other state, 
When all his acts are aping deeds of manhood. 
Wading the pond, with pants rolled to his knees, 
He sails his ships to distant foreign ports; 
Or, like a youthful engineer, builds bridges; 
Or builds miniature mills by waterfalls; 
Or, in his father's boots and father's coat. 
An ancient sword, that drags upon the ground, 
Beats on his drum, that swings from side to side; 
A hillock is a battlefield to him. 
And then his youthful uncurbed imagination 
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Imports him foes enough. He sees their weapons, 

Hears in the wind a thousand sounds of war, 

Yet marches onward. 

Then, when a man, the youth that*once he was, 

With all his dreams, as yet so trusted in; 

With all his glowing fancies, his sudden loves; 

Since every woman is a goddess to him; 

His hopes of rescuing them, by gallant deeds, 

From desperate straits; from foes imaginary; 

His love of dress cut by the latest fashion; 

His hours spent at the glass; the care bestowed 

Upon his curled moustache, his perfumed hair; 

His chafing beneath advice from older heads. 

As though it were reflection on his manhood. 

His wondrous conceit of youth and knowing air; — 

This being is dead to him of middle life. 

When this conceit is crushed out by rebuffs. 

And coming wrinkles experiences do mark 

Not all overcome. And so, through all these deaths, 

These miniature deaths. 

These perfect emblems of the death to come, 

We still live on. 

Cep. One of the oddest freaks of all his madness 
Is the belief he's found the fabled stone 
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Of which the world has dreamed these many years. 

He says *tis buried in each one of us, 

That if we only would obey its laws, 

We would not need to use our earthly senses; 

For then those senses, that are growing in us, 

Would show the inmost secrets of all worlds, 

And much more madness did he talk to me. 

He told me how it was, and why it was. 

Two beams from out the ray sent from our sun 

Kept the world whirling ever on its axis; 

The manner all worlds are moving, and whither they 

move. 
He said that noble thoughts, bom in the heart, 
Will wander from it out into the world. 
And, like sweet spirits, then tempt other men 
To feed and clothe the naked and the poor; 
While evil thoughts rush out into the world 
To laugh at right, to make men proud of wrong, 
To sneer at good. 

And fill men's mouths with windy words against it. 
For in one way (the world will one day learn) 
This mighty universe is built by faith, 
And mountains grow from it. 
That day all sects will pass away, 
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And none be left to pray for us and damn us; 

And all our creed be charity and love; 

That in that day the prisoned would be freed, 

And cages used for savage beasts alone. 

That yet the time will come 

When every man will help the fallen up, 

Nor dare to preach about the wrongs they've done. 

Hip, He seems, indeed, to have mingled some 
sense with his madness; but. the odd thing is that he 
says that it is madness to us, because it is beyond our 
comprehension — which is a curious freak for his mad- 
ness to take. 

He says, as well, he had begun t' observe 
The wondrous mysteries, passing belief. 
Inscribed within the commonest act of nature; 
That from the basest folly wisdom came; 
There is no man on earth but can be great — 
As great as any that the world has seen — 
If he would but do right each hour he lived. 
This was, indeed, the royal road to learning. 
I told him, then, the gods did rule our acts; 
He laughed to hear of them, and said 
That God was far beyond. 
The suns, themselves, were particles of light 
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In a grand stream of light that still flowed onward. 
That all the worlds of heaven were atoms only 
Of the one form through which this life stream flowed; 
Still, this was but one of a world of beings 
That had their acts, their duties, to perform, 
And they formed but the atoms of a God 
Who everywhere is One. 
Then he took an hour 

To tell me how the winds that swept the earth. 
The waves of thought, that ruled earth's mental state. 
The waves upon the ocean, and all force. 
Grew from dividing up his rays of light 
That came from our sun and the other suns; 
That all this universe 

Was but a mass of struggling, shattered light; 
That all these things, by love, were drawn together 
Back to their source; 
And that our sun moved on its axis, too, 
From west to east; 

That there are laws of gravitation for 
Our souls, laws of attraction for our spirits. 
In heaven and earth, on to the end of time. 
And more he added, which proved him clearly mad. 
Arts, Well, for that matter, each one of us is mad 
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To s<5me other, and he to us is so, 

The only diflPrence 'twixt the sane and mad 

Being in the parts they play. And who can tell 

But that the mad are wisest of the two ? 

The fancies of one age, its laughing stock. 

Becomes fixed science the next. 

Yet nothing*s fixed — not ev'n the granite rock. 

All will be overturned. 

And what was fancy, then science, must turn to fancy 

again. 
Some mighty thoughts have come to drunken men. 
To youth old age seems ever stuffed with folly. 
And in the eyes of age youth seems the same. 
Who knows but that 'tis so ? 
To those who went before this age were mad, 
And that which is to be to us were madness. 
All down the centuries, there's someone still 
To tell us times have changed. 
Tell me, how did this madman act 
In off* ring up his life? 
Hip, He said he gav't because 'twas worthless to 
him; 
That once he loved it; but now these toys of life 
Seemed stale and most unsavory to his nature. 
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Therefore, he wished to die and step beyond 
To view the mighty wonders yet undiscovered. 

Cep, The qualities of his courageous nature 
Stood all unshaken in the face of death. 
When the guards came and placed their chains upon 

him, 
He asked for our good thoughts to swell the sails o 

death; 
Our thoughts of charity, to calm the ocean; 
Our loving thoughts, to quell the storm he met. 
And for his body he asked, when he was dead, 
We'd lay't away in silence, 
And let the memory of the deeds he did, 
If they be good, be all his monument; 
If evil, then in pity for his folly. 
He begged us not to raise a stone to him 
Lest it should mark them. 
But in the prison, some fits of violence 
Have further showed the nature of his madness. 

Aris, When is't the sentence is executed ? 

Hip, To-morrow. 

Aris. Why, I must see him, then, at once; 
For though he has met with this great misfortune, 
Yet shall not this (as is the common case) 
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Make me forget that he and I are friends. 

\_Bxeunil L. i £.] 

SCKNR III. — The palace of Nkro. Fi<avia before the 
Emperor's throne. Rows of g-uards on either side of stage. 

F/av. And is my urging, then, all without hope? 

A/ero. Hopeless it is, and will not serve your end. 
You might beseech, you might still implore. 
Adding more to these many arguments; 
My nature is unbending as is iron, 
Not to be moved. When I have once decreed 
All hope then ends; nothing would change me. 

F/av. And yet my love adds fuel to my hope, 
Knowing true greatness does not fear to bend. 
For those I love I know no end to hope. 
As *twas not known Gotharva did this deed. 
Could not I die as well? Oh, take my life instead! 

Nero, This is the raving madness of your woman's 
mind. 
What purpose were there in taking such a life ? 

Flav. If nothing more, were it not a loving deed? 
Oh, if you knew what magic-medicine 
Comes from good deeds to soothe tumultuous lives, 
Then would you hear me ! 
For every good deed soothes away our fears, 
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Brings gentle dreams to calm our night's repose, 

And smooths the pathway of our after years. 

Have you not felt the tortures of ambition ? 

That bitter wormwood's the rounding up of fame, 

Howe'er His sought? Then must you know 'tis true 

That loving deeds bring grandest recompense: 

For love is the sweet anthem of the spheres, 

Where every note is needed. That proudest deeds 

Are done through this. And having love in him, 

Man sees beyond these petty bounds of earth. 

Learns all philosophy; for, being in this state, 

His nature harmonizes with high moves, 

And flashes of truth fall on the world within him. 

Having this love, unknown even to himself. 

And by an undreamed-of chemistry of nature. 

His thoughts go to the other ends of earth. 

Soothing the broken-hearted, lifting the fallen. 

Cheering the weary traveler on his way; 

Still teaching men the cowardice of wrong; 

For love itself is up above all fear. 

This being so, were't not a sweet revenge, 

Then, to forgive him? 

Nero, I see no point to such an argument. 

Flav. Since having this sweet love, each deed we do 
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Lives after us on to the end of time. 

For never a deed of love was done on earth 

But somewhere is remembered, 

For loving deeds will make all men our friends, 

Strengthen us in those offices we hold 

While yet we live, and write our names, when dead. 

Upon the very walls of heaven itself; 

While rule by force does but excite the strong 

To open war; the weak, to secret hatred. 

Nero, Yes, I've heard such things. And therefore I 
Have heard enough of them, without once more 
Hearing them told again. Therefore, leave off. 
For 'tis a waste of time. 

Flav, Ah, when I plead before you for a life — 
A human being, moulded like yourself, 
That thinks and feels as you, that loves his life. 
And finds it sweet to live — 

Ay, as your life were sweet, were you where he is. 
Can you not hear me ? 

Has he not friends in whom his love is placed. 
And, when he dies, must they not suffer, too? y^^' 
Oh, think of this, and do not punish those /^^^^" 
So near to him, yet innocent of wrong ! 
Ah, that I had some higher language still/ 
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Than these poor halting words! 

Nero, Since women love a grievance above all 
things, 
And you'll have that, why what more would you ask ? 
For if you had the power of Orpheus 
'Twould never serve you. 

Flav. My lord, consider how short is this brief life. 
But a few summers and a few winters added, — 
And then comes death. 
Our enemies die with the breathing moment, 
But our good deeds are friends that go with us 
On to the end of time. 

Who knows that ere the night he shall not die, 
And leave behind all wealth, all power and state ? 
And if our evil deeds must follow us, 
What friend will there defend us. 
If we have here been friend to none on earth ? 
Mark you how death glides through the world around 

us; 
Touching the plowman, as he holds his plow; 
Taking the miser, counting, with smiles, his gains; 
The maiden, her dream of love all but accomplished; 
The great inventor, with some mighty scheme 
Would end one-half the sufferings of the world. 
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Dies with the secret buried in his ashes. 

To see ourselves; how petty our date of action. 

Look back at all the ages of the past, 

Lost, as a bubble broken; and the march of life. 

And all the beings, more numerous than the sands, 

Faded away. No more substantial now 

Than all their fears, their hopes, their deeds, their 

judgments; 
And those who stand where we stand, ages hence. 
Ignoring themselves, and curious of distant things. 
Will wonder what we thought, we said, we acted. 
And see in us 

Some fancy that passed through the brain of earth; 
Some midnight dream of war, of hate and strife. 
Oh, since our time's so brief, let us, then, use it well 

Nero \to guards\. Bear her out. 

Flav, And yet he shall be freed! 

Nero. Ha; if he is, your head shall answer it. 

ACTV. 

SCENK 1. — A street in Rome. Shouts heard within as 
curtain rises. 

CRPHIAS — HiPPIAS, DISCOVERED. 

Ceph, Hippias, do you know what I think ? 
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Hip. No; your head is too impenetrable. 

Cep, I do not remember in all my life an occasion 
on which I^ve done such violent thinking. 

Hip, I sympathize,then, with you, as it must have 
been excessively painful. And what do you think that 
you thought.^ 

Cep, Why, that we hav^ a mutual friend whose 
eyes are so nervous that he cannot look one square in 
the face for two continuous moments. Now, if this 
were all, it would not matter; but I have discovered 
that he has the habit of gazing long and critically at 
the back of my head. As my head was not made to 
be the especial object of his criticism, this is unpleas- 
ant. And though I do not see him, I feel conscious 
that there must be an expression of contempt on his 
features — and it disturbs my bile to think so. I notice, 
too, that when I talk to him, he seldom speaks, but 
listens with a silent, contemptuous smile on his face, 
that seldom leaves it — a most aggravating smile. And 
on one occasion, while I was explaining to a friend, 
and was reciting the rules of the critics, to show that 
epic poetry is superior to dramatic — for so it has been 
held by the Greeks, those honored judges — ^he sur- 
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veyed me from head to foot, with a vile smile on his 
features. 

Hip, Why don't you jerk him under the ribs with 
a knife, and make him smile aloud ? 

Cep, Some day I will. 

Hip. Some day; that, my friend, is another word 
for never. The man of action wastes none of his en- 
ergy in words; but closes his mouth, his muscles are 
tightened, his energy is summoned and the act is per- 
formed; and then if he speaks of it, it is after the deed 
is done, and with modesty; but, my dear Cephias, when 
you tell us that you will perform a deed, you warn us 
that you will not. 

Cep. Well, but I must wait to find cause for my 
quarrel; for a bare smile is hardly a provocation. He 
is the most difficult man to pick a quarrel with, for he 
never loses his temper; so answers your words of abuse, 
that it seems as if he had interpreted them to be com- 
pliments; and for your abuse he returns civility. And 
yet his smile, in the meantime, would stir a saint's 
bile. 

Hip, Tweak him by his nose; and ask him how he 
came to have the impudence to point it at you. That's 
cause enough. 
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Cep. You have relieved me at last of a heavy bur- 
den. I shall obey you in every particular. 

Hip^ Whose nose is it? 

Cep, Basilius*. 

Hip, I might have known it by instinct. 
He's the most perfect model 
To shape all villains by — the world before 
Has never seen his like. \Shouts within, '\ 

Though without proof. 
Yet am I sure he plays the traitor to us. 
(I feel it in my bones; that never do deceive me.) 
He sighs too oft, as if his inward nature 
Were weeping for this very wicked world. 
He has no love for children; scowls upon them; 
Has no compassion towards the weak and helpless; 
And then his smooth, insinuating language 
Comes sweetly through his cruel, murderous mouth. 
He lightly ridicules what's honorable; 
Says there's no rule but has an opposite 
As reasonable as it. 

And then he has not left — no, not a fixed conviction — 
His voice, his gait, his looks, and all his acts, 
But chiefly his eye bespeaks him treacherous. 

\Cries heard withinJ] 
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Cep, There you bear me out in my own judgment 
of him. He is so intensely selfish, that he must be a 
scoundrel. And there's no mistaking the nature of 
this cynicism, which I have experienced at his hands. 
There are men who seem half ashamed of a generous 
nature, and use cynicism to conceal it; but our friend 
Basilius cannot be measured by this method, for there 
is too much of the devil's own venom in his satire. 

Hip, 'Tis odd that Flavia would choose him, but 
the reason for it is, I suppose, that she is a woman. 
There is no way, and never will be one. 
To mark the lighting of a woman's fancy; 
'Tis governed by no law of heaven or earth. 

Cep, Woman and death are two odd characters, 
And hard to comprehend. 

[Enter Demetrias R, i E^ 

Dent, What, idle at such a time ? 
Hip. At what a time ? 

\Cries within and shouts, '] 
Dem, Then have you not heard of the glorious 
news 
That shakes the air of Rome? 
Cep. What news is this? 
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Dem, Why, all the air was pregnant with pent-up 
danger, 
And that deep silence of all determined states 
Broke, like a hurricane, an hour ago. 
The poorer citizens, soldiers and slaves 
Are in a riot. The Emperor fled this morning, 
And I have learned from soldiers just returned 
From following him. he died by his own hand. 
The Senators have fled in terror. 
And many of the rich, bearing their goods, 
Were chopped down in their flight. 

Cep, Now is the time 
Then, to release Gotharva from his prison. 

Dem, You speak too late; he has been freed al- 
ready. 
I've seen him in a dozen quarters of the city, 
Talking, with words of fire, to crowds about him, 
Who list, with breath held close, to catch his words. 
He has already got a thousand men 
Who'll follow him to any purpose. 
Why, here he is, the people crowding after. 

[Enter Gotharva followed by citizens,'] 

Goth, I pity you, but not to make you weep 
Like children pitied for some trifling matter. 
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But for the reason that throughout all time 

The poor are over-judged and over-punished, 

Seldom are pitied, and over and over betrayed. 

I love the poor, the criminals and outcasts 

Because they have the harder share of life 

Without being worse than those who live in state. 

Religions are taught the poor by purchased priests, 

And in the name of God and charity 

They are instructed Heaven protects the rich 

In robbing and in pillaging the poor; 

And that the poor must all be humble still. 

For God gave them no rights. 

All governments have been made by the rich, 

And with the taxes taken from the poor 

Have hired their myrmidons, who do protect them 

In property they've stolen from the poor. 

The rich man breaks no law, having no cause, being 

rich. 
But does a thousand crimes not in the books 
More damaging than all those written there 
To get his wealth. 

I love the poor because they have no friends, 
It being my nature in this war for life 
To sympathize with every dog that's down. 
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T love them since the world condemns them. 

Because the world is just a monstrous lie. 

I love all outcasts — women being of their number; 

And since the thousand good parts in their natures 

Are not erased by one sole act of wrong. 

I'm chiefly their friend because they have no friend; 

Because here, too, the rule is still the same — 

From ignorance does come our condemnation. 

Because I've seen a thousand good things in them 

And dare maintain it; 

And that the rich commit the selfsame acts, 

And are called good and honorable still. 

I love all those who're down, being down myself; 

And know my strength. 

And have no chance to use it, while yet fools 

Having the accidents of birth to help them; 

Or having that wealth without which they were noth- 
ing, 

Stand in high places where they're out of place; 

And all the silly world, being trained to parrot judg- 
ment. 

Shouts there is room atop for all the great. 

And such like catching, idiotic phrases; 

So asses are changed to gods, who spend their time 
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In studying hoV they can conceal their folly. 

I love the poor because their suffering 

Is that alone which is no lie on earth; 

Since I have seen that all laws are so made 

(Under some phrase that hides their hidden purpose) 

By those in power having intelligence, 

That those who have earth's goods will have more 

added; 
While those that have but little have it torn from them 
By the self-acting power of these laws. 
O heaven, if you are men, shall this go on — 
On to the roll of doom ? 
Will you permit the clogs and stops of habit 
To hold you back from seeing what are your rights ? 
And will you stand still in the catalogue 
Marked with dumb brutes, the common property 
Owned by some other dust ? 
Must it become a truth that ev'n the brutes 
Assert their rights more quickly than do men? 
Shall it be left to only human nature 
To picture ills that are imaginary, 
While real dangers pass men unobserved? 
Now calmly, silently, as worthy men 
Be led by me to ask what is your own, 
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And you shall have it. 

Cits. Lead us, and we will follow. 

Others. Gotharaya, lead on. 

Goth, Nay, not too fast; 
But let me press upon you this is a time — 
One of the kind made by the laws of nature — 
For some great purpose 

This day our acts shall change men's sentiments, 
From whence changed laws will grow. But if you fail, 
Full many a day will pass ere comes another 
Of such a golden nature. What! Is't possible 
That all these faces that I see before me 
Are those of slaves and bondsmen! I'd rather be a dog 
And have the freedom dogs give each to each 
Than be what we are. 

Cits, Lead on! 

Goth. I'd rather far be blotted out forever 
Than have within me an immortal soul 
Held at the beck and call of things that rot. 

Cits. Lead on! Lead on! 

Goth, Why, this sounds sweetly! 
Let danger then make friends of enemies 
And strike like men. The very elements 
Flee when the brave advance. 
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Now will we quickly join us with the soldiers, 
And then elect an Emperor who shall agree 
To give us all those rights which we demand. 

[Exeunt. L, i E^ 
[Enter R, 2 E. Diana, Flavia, and physician, '\ 

Diana, Yes, I found her in the building, which was 
in flames at the time but she took no note of them. I 
have been with her for the week past, and had left the 
for the first time this morning. 

Physician. Since her home is burned to the ground, 
where will you take her? 

Diana. To my own house. 

[Flavia takes a seat on a bench behind them,'\ 

Phy. You say that she seldom speaks to any, 
Seems to observe none of the things around her. 
Holds her hands clasped, and like a marble image. 
Shows naught of animation in her face? 

Diana, Except at times she sighs. At intervals 
(Though looking to the front, her eyes unmoved) 
She'll talk of things, and disconnectedly, 
That are not present, and bear no connection 
To things around her. If she speaks of them, 
*Tis of some trifle, and she talks of it, 
Touching most carefully on foolish details, 
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Commenting on those points of little note 

With serious air; 

Using no judgment 'twixt trifles and higher matters. 

Phy. Who was it that was with her through the 
night? 

Diana. The nurse. 
[Flavia, who has been seated on a wooden bench ^ rises 
and goes to the doctor.'] 

Flav. And so you, being a tribune, have at last con- 
cluded to hear me? But ah, I am weary, weary, weary 
with long waiting, and never hear. 

Phy. Poor child, what you want is a little rest. 

Flav. No, not here, for these are my enemies; and 
I heard them speaking of some way to get rid of me. 
Have you heard the town crier — I mean during the 
the night? 

Phy. No. 

Flav. Oh, do not say no; you know that you must 
have heard him. 

Phy. What did -he say ? 

Flav. The town crier ? 

Phy. Yes. 

Flav. Why, who spoke of him ? Has anyone men- 
tioned him ? 
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Phy. Poor child! \Cries and shouts within,'\ 

Flav. Have you heard the news ? More war, more 
war! Blood, blood, blood! Do you think they like it? 
Do you, now ? Tell me truly. Can you define the 
meaning of that cruel word love ? It*s hard. I mean 
the true definition. I mean the exact definition — the 
exact — the exact — the exact— what did I say ? 
\^Enter Gotharva L, i E^ 

Flav. Madam, good morning. 

Goth, Flavia. 

Diana, It would be well, would it not, for him to 
go with her to my house ? 
\Exit Gotharva and Flavia L. i E,'\ 

Phy, It would. 
Tell me each thing you've noted in her. 
Since first this sickness seemed to come upon her. 

Diana, Why, she was ever harping on the theme 
Of cruel wars, which she called barbarous 
And most degrading to the name of man; 
And of the cruelty of massing riches 
Beyond the power of using a tithe of them. 
Were we as wasteful as the waves of ocean. 
Making ten thousand poor; yet seeing want, 
And with our mass of wealth still all untouched, 
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Letting* them suflFer still. 

Phy, But when was*t first 
You saw th* approaching signs of madness ? 

Diana. Why, I was with her during th* exciting 
day the rioters began their work in Rome. 
With her I watched the houses that were fired, 
And saw the angry flames leap up to heaven. 
The black and curling smoke, dropping its sparks, 
Shoved in huge volumes by the moving wind; 
And when some beam or roof fell to the ground 
With sound like thunder, dashing upward 
A shower of sparks, she'd turn her head away. 

Phy, But in this was nothing showed an unreason- 
ing mind. 

Diana, 'Tis necessary 
To tell it in this way to show you all; — 
And then it seemed to terrify her most 
To see the senseless crowds rushing along, 
Trampling to death those that fell in their way; 
To hear their groans, to see th' inanimate dead; 
To hear the distant clash of swords, and all the sounds 
That go with such a time. Late was't last night, 
While sitting with her, first I noticed this; 
Her mind was filled with fears, doubts and misgivings, 
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With dreadful apprehensions. Then I saw, 
Mingling with all the terror thus produced, 
There was some heavy matter on her mind 
Of which she would not speak. 

Phy, What was the first unreasonable act ? 

Diana, Thinking that she was faint. I spoke of food; 
But she replied it was a foolisli waste 
To give her food, for she had been unkind 
To all her friends throughout a life of wrong, 
And 'twas ordained that as a penalty 
She now should die. 

Phy. How did she sleep ? 

Diana. But at odd moments, and then uneasily, 
with her eyes partly open as if to see half that was go- 
ing on around her. 

Phy, Has she talked much or little ? 

Diana, At first her thoughts were uttered without 
break or hindrance, in a constant stream, and without 
any accompanying expression on her face to explain 
them. 

She'd rattle on of wars and bloody scenes, 
Then stop, and the most fixed and eager eyes 
Won d gaze upon imaginary foes 
And, threat'ning, shake her fist at the void air; 
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Then would she speak some disconnected phrase, 

A part of something spoken years ago. 

Then what struck me as oddest of it all 

She'd swear at me and utter thoughts obscene; 

Then, swinging around as sudden as the wind. 

She'd say she saw naught but unkindness 

In everyone; and thereupon she'd weep 

In low, deep sobs, I thought would break her heart. 

Then came the time she dropped into a state 

Of woeful dejection, 

Of gloomy and fixed silence, that seldom breaks. 

Phy, She has been overstrained by some great sor- 
row. 
There is some secret that she cannot tell 
Which has a hand in this. Her's is a nature 
That has some cords as fine as spider's webs. 
As sunbeams in an undisturbed lake. 
That cannot bear hard words from anyone. 
And still live on. Her nerves were drawn too fine 
To bear the shock giv'n by unkindness. 

\Enter L, i E. Flavia and Goiharva.'] 

Goth. She had not gone far with me before she in- 
sisted, by her movements, but without words, upon 
coming back. 
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\Flavia has drawn a paper from her bosom, which she 
looks on vacantly and then drops it to the floor. The 
physician takes it tip and reads ^ 

Phy, Why, this is a writing in the handwriting of 
her father in which he commands her to marry Basilius, 
and not to mention to a mortal soul this request. 
{To Diana."] What are her relations toward Basilius? 

Diana, She is engaged to become his wife. 

Phy. Do you know whether prior to this engage- 
ment she seemed attached to any other! 

Goth, Now Ood forgive me! I can see it all, 
And see that in my wretched action lies 
The greater cause of it. Cursed*be the day 
When I was bom to grow to such a purpose! 
Here is, indeed, a mystery of nature 
Such piteous things must happen on the earth. 
And I be bom to play the blindfold part 
Which draws the climax. What's the hope of cure ? 

Phy, Since the disease has not been running long 
New grooves of thought have not grown fixed in her 
Against the ways of reason. This gives hope. 
Her mind is like the earth in winter time 
After some heavy cloud-burst over it, 
The waters follow a thousand new-made channels, 
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Which will be followed in after stormy days 
If this storm lasts too long and digs them deep. 
But man himself can, when they first commence, 
Guide them with ease back to their natural course. 
There^s something in her life before this time, 
Her sunny nature, her gentle disposition. 
And (though this cannot be depended on) 
There's something in the perfect mould of feature 
That helps my hope of cure. 

Goth. Is there no way for me to act ? 
Oh, why is it we cannot judge ourselves 
And on ourselves inflict a punishment 
Which by a self-retaliation cures 
Those who are injured by our deeds ? 
Oh, that I might bring sufT ring on myself, 
Were it ten times her madness, that would cure her ! 
What can be done ? 

Phy, Nothing is to be done but only this : 
Change not the things around her — only those 
Which are connected with the cause of it. 
Thwart not her wish but when it must be done; 
Give her those things that seem to please her most ; 
Divert her mind in all ways from her trouble ; 
And if she likes it, play low music to her, 
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That beats in perfect time, this way to soothe 
The vital streams back to their natural course. 

[Bxeuni C. i E^ 

Scene II. — A graveyard. Two gravediggers digging a 
grave. 

Cic, Brutus ! — Brutus, I say! 

Brut. Speak louder, man. Your voice is getting 
weaker every day. I see signs of mortality coming 
over you. 

Cic. My voice is as strong as it was when I was 
twenty. The trouble is that your ears are wearing 
out. I'd be willing to stake the best coin I have that 
when you come to die you ears will go first. 

Brut. It's a bargain, and the bet's made. Remem- 
ber, I'll have no backing down ; you must stand up 
to it like a man, and down with the dust. 

Cic. I'm a man of my word, and the bet stands, 
unless you call it off. Never fear me. But the trouble 
is you '11 never live long enough to claim the stakes. 

Brut. Don't you fret about that. A.11 of my family 
were long lived, and none of them have died under a 
hundred, except my youngest child; the cause of it being 
that he had black hair, and not auburn hair like the 
rest of us. 
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Cic, Is that a sign of long life ? 

Brut, A sure sign, written in the medicine books. 

Ctc. I think that is no sign, though the books do 
say it ; for I*ve planted many a young corpse with light 
hair. 

Brut, What an audacity you have, Cicero, to deny 
what's wrote in books. They contain all the knowl- 
edge, and cannot be wrong. 

Ctc. It don't matter; the color of the hair is nothing. 
I go always on the shapes of the skulls. lyook at my 
skull, and feel it. There's the shape to last I'd be 
willing to stake a fortune on it for long living. 

Brut, There's nothing in skulls; and therefore 
there's nothing in yours. 

Ctc, 1 suppose because it's not found in books, 
Brutus. Books are but graveyards for stinking 
thoughts. But real graveyards are the places to learn. 

Brut. 1 say, Cicero, where do you suppose the 
breath goes when their toes turn up ? 

Ctc, Well, Brutus, there seems to be a good num- 
ber of different opinions on that subject. Some say it 
takes shape and goes up to live with the gods. Others 
that it slips into the belly of an infant, or a dog, or a 
horse, and grows up to be a man or a woman ; though 
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you don't seem to know that you have been here before. 

Brut, Then Pompey and Caesar, who afterwards 
fought like cats and dogs, may have dug graves, and 
you and I may become great warriors one of these fine 
days, and fight each other — and oh, won't I wallop 
your greasy pate when it comes ! But I think it can 
hardly be. For look at these weak-minded skulls about 
here — what a booby grin is on them! How mum — how 
helpless in expression! I don't think they could ever 
amount to anything. 

Cic, I do admit. There is certainly a very solemn 
expression about a skull's face; but I speak of the mind, 
which is in the head. 

Brut, But Where's the man can prove it's in the 
head? At times I've thought it was all over ; at other 
times I've thought it was in my belly ; and then again 
I've felt it in the fore toe of my left foot. 

So the question to be settled, Cicero, is, where am I ? 

Cic. You're but an ass, Brutus, without book-learn- 
ing. When you cut your toe off does your mind go 
with it? No ; you go on talking just the same. Cut 
your head off and you stop talking, which shows the 
mind to be in the head. 

Brut, Cut the tongue off and you stop talking ; 
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which, by your rule, would show it to be in the tongue. 

Cic, It's a well settled rule, by the books, that in 
arguments you are not to come down to fine points, for if 
you did it would knock all learning into a cocked hat. 
If you come down to fine points, I can prove there is no 
mind at all. But no one has a right to be too fine in 
such matters. 

Brut. Well, show us you've no mind. 

Cic. Chop a man's arms off ; he still lives ? 

Brut. Yes. 

Cic, Cut his two legs off ; he might still live? 

Brut. Yes. 

Cic. Put plugs in his ears; he can't hear? 

Brut, Yes. 

Cic. Put his eyes out; he can't see? 

Brut. Yes. 

Cic. Cut his tongue off; he can't taste? 

Brut Yes. 

Cic. Spoil his nose ; he can't smell ? 

Brut. Just so. 

Cic. Then, as he can't taste, hear, smell or see, he 
can't think. As he don't think, he don't have a mind. 
But yet he lives. See ? 

Brut. It do look reasonable — but here they come 
with the body of Flavia. 
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Cic, Flavia ? Is that the name ? How did she die ? 
Brut Of madness. 

[^Enter funeral train, a priest^ Gotharva^ Basilius and 
others. The coffin is placed on rests !\ 

Pfiest. Here lies the end of love, of hope, of all 
things earthly. 
In this poor picture of the one we loved, 
Lies the deep mystery men will never solve;— 
Beyond all scrutiny and prying looks. 
Here in the awful silence of a life that's ended ; 
Of sweet affections frozen dumb by death ; 
Of ears that will not hear us when we speak ; 
Of all the things of yesterday stopped in their course ; 
Man's intellect's rebuked, and cares no farther 
Or going further, ends in worse than nothing. 
Here lies a syllable 

From the high eloquence of heaven itself. 
That's spoke in words too high for man to know. 
Here, on this border line where all turn dust. 
Is God's own lesson of equality. 
And in this test scene of all life acts. 
Symbols are found most wonderful of all: — 
The grandest mysteries of the universe. 
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To be gazed on and still unlearned forever 

In this one-sided life. 

O poor dumb lips ! Would you would speak to us ? 

But, no, those lips must never move again. 

Yet they were sweet interpreters of heaven. 

Oh, why is it that in this world of woe 

The good and bad die equally alike? — 

Seeing the good might help the ignorant ; 

Yet death may touch them through a breath of wind, 

So shadowy are the last of earthly things. 

O poor cold eyes ; the heaven that shone once through 

them 
Withdraws its light, and leaves them staring at earth 
As if they knew 't no more. I will not speak. 
As is the common custom, of her virtues. 
For they were such as needs no one to tell them : 
And as all knowing, loved her, none will deny them. ' 
Therefore remains but one thing to be done ; — 
To place this faded flower gently away. 
And from that on, it is my firm belief 
That all the gentlest things found on the earth. 
Obeying nature's laws, will tend her grave. 
If sweetest flowers grow not upon it, gentler winds 
Will be drawn there to murmur over her ; 
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And sweetest birds will sing their carols there. 

Yet, when I think how much we all have loved her, 

How cold and icy seem these words of mine ! — 

For she was one of whom no words can speak ; — 

Nobler than words can tell; a subject, rather, 

That like the grander stars yet undiscovered, 

Have beauties unseen, beyond our present description. 

She had that deep, that higher charity 

Founded upon a deep insight of nature. 

On higher wisdom than common mortals have — 

She saw that link that bound all things together, 

And saw that man depended on the worm 

That he might still exist. Therefore was she 

Most gentle to each creature on the earth. 

But then her sorrows come too heavy on her, 

And all the million things that she was yesterday. 

Is now turned to dust. So place her in the dust. 

Give her back to the earth from whence she came — 

For I can speak no more. 

Silent herself, let silent lilies grow, 

The daisies and the violets above her. 

With their sweet faces ever looking upward : 

Sweet monuments, pointing where she is gone : 

The varied hues the sunlight writes upon them, 
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Being nature's words, telling by loveliest symbols 
The qualities once in her. \Coffin is lowered into the 
graved 

Goth, [Springing at Basilius and stabs him,'] 
But for that smile he might have still lived on. 
Now let him die, and may his agony 
Be greatest ever suffered by man yet. 

Priest, What fatal act is this ? 

Goth, Speak to me not. I go to my account. 
The drug that acts within me, playing the jailor, 
Hurries me on to that dark tribunal — [Falls dead,] 

To all writers whose works have been rejected by 
American publishers of magazines and books the author of 
this work desires to say that it, also, belong-s to the class of 
literature that they reject. 

This, and other writing-s in verse, from his pen, were 
offered in vain for fourteen years to American publishers 
of mag-azines and books for publication. 

The effect of this on him has been to cause him to feel 
a sympathy for any person that anybody rejects. He has 
learned enough to know that thfe rejected are, in number, 
much greater than the ** accepted," by these authorities, 
and that, in this country of majorities, ought be enough to V 
satisfy anybody. 
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